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(Synopsis) 

This humorous Science Fiction novel involves the interaction of many bizarre and 
colorful characters, along with vivid pictures of the past and future. The basic themes 
involve Time Travel, Terrorism, and Remote mind control exerted on people in the past. 

AHMED ALI, a black terrorist, has gone back in time hoping to change history so 
that Japan will win the Second World War. He carries cultures for a supergenn he got from 
Iraq that will selectively attack white Anglo Saxons. 

During World War II, the Japanese did attack North America with balloons - and 
they did spray bubonic plague from airplanes over China. Ali will show them how to 
combine these approaches so that inter-continental balloons will deliver his supergenn spray 
over America. 

There is an interesting twist to his plan. Once the Japanese win the war, they will not 
be able to control North America. They will have to let the black Afro-Americans and the 
brown Hispanics take over. That, in fact, is Ahmed Ali’s ultimate goal. 

Ahmed stole a time machine from a US aerospace company to travel back in time. 

He took the machine with him and destroyed all existing plans so that would-be pursuers 
could not build a second machine. 

PALADIN LAMB is a Canadian intelligence agent working as a Remote Viewer for 
the CIA. He travels back in time in pursuit of Ahmed Ali. 

Under the guidance of a Dr. Reich, and using special techniques, including 
meditation acceleration medication, Paladin induces out of body travel. His “psychic entity” 
travels back in time to the days of World War II. In what could be likened to demonic 
possession, he enters the body of a professional wrestler known as COWBOY BOB 
HOLIDAY. Much of the time, he is a silent observer. However, he is capable of taking over 
at any moment. 

The Time Traveler was drawn to this particular body because the Cowboy was the 
tag-team partner of Paladin Lamb’s childhood dream girl, a girl wrestler known as 
“LEAPIN’ LYNDA LIBERTY”. He discovers her to be a bubbly Baptist follower of famed 
evangelist Aimee Semple MacPherson. As the story goes on, she provides a mixture of 
homespun philosophy, religious insight, and comic relief. 

Ahmed Ali has also joined this wrestling troop. Working there will provide him with 
income and give him the cover he needs to move around the country during wartime. 

Back in 1942, Ahmed teams up with a Spanish super-spy named ANGEL DE 
VALERA. (The name is pronounced An - Hell.) 



De Valera had to retire as a bullfighter because of injuries he suffered in the bullring. He 
then became a science fiction writer, heralding the coming of a mutant master race. He also 
became involved with the esoteric Nazi magik of Heinrich Himmler’s SS, and was recruited 
as a Gennan agent. He was traded to the Japanese for future considerations. Using his 
diplomatic passport and posing as a journalist, De Valera became Japan’s top spy in 
America. Ahmed Ali will seek to use him as a pipeline into Japan’s high command. 

Angel is attracted to Leapin’ Lynda the way a sculptor falls in love with a block of 
stone that he wants to carve into a beautiful statue. Ahmed gets somewhat more earthy ideas 
about this Southern Belle. 

Eventually, the two top bad guys kidnap Leapin’ Lynda. When Cowboy Bob follows 
them, he is also taken prisoner. Contact is made with the Japanese and the prisoners are 
taken to a secret SS castle in Mexico. There, they meet another prisoner, CHRISTMAS 
HUMPHREYS THE SEVENTEENTH. 

Christmas is a British Buddhist monk brought back from the year 3000 CE. It seems 
that the Germans have got hold of yet another Time Machine. They have gone into the 
future to look for one of the mutant supermen that their strange science predicts will emerge 
someday in the future. They want him to come back and help them win the war that they are 
fighting to create a world suitable for the new Superman to live in. What the Nazis got was 
Christmas, a gaunt cockney with a wicked wit. 

At night, Christmas and Paladin go astral traveling together and observe the other 
characters from a ghost’s eye view. 

The mistress of the castle is TANYA VON RASPUTIN, a fiery cigar - smoking 
white Russian with flaming red hair. Her consort is Herr DOCTOR VON SEVERS, a 
Mephistopholean SS super - scientist. At a formal dinner put on for the Japanese, the guests 
are entertained by reports of scientific studies on such advanced theories of physics as the 
Hollow Earth Theory and the World Ice Theory. 

There is also a video report from SS officer Hilda Heidler, who is leading a German 
expedition to Tibet to contact the Hidden Masters there. 

Speaking of science, Tanya has developed her own version of the Frankenstein 
monster, a man she has turned into a zombe love machine. 

(The “unnecessary” parts of the man’s brain were fed to the dogs. When he sees this, 
Christmas quips, “many a man has wanted to become a love machine. Is that all men are 
good for?”) 

At night, Angel shows up at the Cowboy’s door, looking desperate. He begs Cowboy 
Bob to tag in for him in a strange contest involving man versus machine. This contest, 
against Tanya’s love 

machine, involves making love to her. She is to be the sole judge of the outcome. 

Faced with this situation, and wanting to be faithful to Leapin’ Lynda, the Cowboy 
bravely faints. Now Paladin takes over. After a 

comic trip ‘round the world, he carries the day with Angelic love. “Angelic Love” is sex so 
good that the audience shares the woman’s orgasm. 

After the contest, Tanya and her friends drink themselves into oblivion. Paladin and 
Christmas seize the opportunity to escape in the German Time Machine. 

They enjoy a few moments of freedom in the year 2525. There, they glimpse a 
pollution free future in which PSI warfare has reached frightening proportions. For instance, 
FATIMA, a female Remote Viewer working for the Terrorist organization kn own as Atta 



International, has sunk a Russian super-sub using Remote Mind Control. 

In 2525, Time Travel is commonplace. There are even safe houses for time travelers, 
and the two head to one such place. Christmas sends a call for help into the future, to his 
own era. Then they set out for a special hotel for time travelers built under the waters of the 
North Pole. They will fly by commercial balloon, which has become commonplace in that 
era. 

Unknown to Paladin and Christmas, the Gennans, with typical thoroughness, built a 
back-up time machine. Ahmed Ali follows the escapees into the future. He also makes a 
new ally. Fatima, the PSI warrior formerly working for Atta International, uses Remote 
Mind Control to help Ali recapture our heroes. They now go back in time. 

Back in the SS castle, (Mexico, 1942) Christmas, Paladin and Leapin’ Lynda are 
forced to take part in a special wrestling card that will be filmed for Adolf Hitler’s private 
viewing. 

The wrestling card opens with a ladies match between Leapin’ Lynda and Tanya 
Von Rasputin that is held at Tanya’s request. 

The rules come from a traditional Japanese fighting form. The two women can do 
anything to each other. The first one to scream out in pain loses. Such competitions were 
used in “the good old days” to teach women to suffer in silence. Just as it looks like Leapin’ 
Lynda will lose, she uses some of her comic pro-wrestling tricks to turn things around and 
pull off an upset. 

The next fight is between the Cowboy and Ahmed. Using grappling moves, Ali soon 
gains the upper hand. He applies a technique that will lead to a slow kill, so slow, in fact, 
that another fight is started while this one is still in progress. 

The next event is actually a sword fight, a duel to the death between European 
Fencer Angel De Valera and Christmas Humphreys, who is trained in Chinese Buddhist 
sword forms. 

While the swordplay is going on, Tanya Von Rasputin, influenced by mind control 
tactics used by Paladin Lamb, intervenes in the other match to help the Cowboy. As a result, 
the Cowboy escapes from the death grip and knocks Ali out, nearly killing him. This 
distracts Angel, and he is also KO’d. 

Christmas is a healer as well as a fighter, so he now tries to save the comatose Ali. 
Christmas enters the mind of Ali, to encounter the Mephistophelean Von Sievers there. 

They do battle for a man’s soul. 

While wandering in another dimension, Ali meets “Detroit Red”, who acts as his 
guide. They cross many mental currents coming from other distressed souls. Ali leams that 
he really wishes to be white. 

He then enters the mind of Adolf Hitler, the ultimate white man. There, he learns 
that the Fuhrer, loving his mother, wanted to be a woman. Denied any release from his 
transsexual hell, he was forced to copy the only male role model available in the depths of 
his subconscious mind, that of his brutal father. Even Hitler’s macho image was a lie. 

Ali says that he wants to live. Then Detroit Red tells him that he can escape from his 
own hell by helping others. 

Ali now repents and changes sides. Christmas wins the struggle and Ali is restored to 

life. 

Christmas’ call for help from the future is finally answered. The Green Girlies, 
fabulous female warriors from the future, come to the rescue. (They are so good that they 



even have their own song, “the Ballet of the Green Girlies”.) 

Von Sievers, beaten, retreats. He takes Angel with him. It seems that they do have a 
role to play in history. They still have a mission to fulfill in Argentina in creating the myth 
of Evita Peron. Angel will get his Super woman after all. 

Ahmed Ali, the muscular gladiator, and Fatima, the PSI Warrior, will remain in 
1942. Fatima explains that anything they do was meant to be all along anyway, so there can 
be no question of improperly changing history. (Fatima reconciles the concepts of free will 
and determinism by saying that we had free will in the before time and we made all of our 
decisions back then. Now we are just playing them out, like actors following a script. Thus, 
both determinism and free will are true. In view of that, anything they do was intended to 
happen anyway.) 

This time crossed couple set out in pursuit of Hilda Heidler’s expedition in Tibet. They will 
be safe with the Hidden Masters. 

Now the story quickly unravels, aided by the Green Girlies’ Flying Saucer. (Of 
course, the crew of the saucer are not “little green men’, they are “little green girlies”.) Most 
of the characters are returned to their own times, including Paladin Famb. The novel ends 
with Paladin being de-briefed in the offices of Dr. Reich: “and the machine kept on 
recording all through the rest of the afternoon.” 



Chapter One: “Say Hello to the Happy Farmer” 


“Hmm. This could be interesting.” Paladin Lamb said to himself. “It seems that the 
man who became famous as ’The Black Samurai’ has traveled back in time to change 
history. And I have now been assigned to go back and stop him. I always did like a good 
fight.” 

Paladin Lamb’s face twisted in the wry sort of half-smile he often wore. It reflected 
the cynicism of a man who had been a police officer for twenty years, much of it working 
undercover for the RCMP, riding with the biker gangs of the west coast. Now he’d moved 
on to CSIS and the CIA. 

He sipped his black “Colombian” coffee. Its bitter taste was good. Right now, he 
wished he had some of another sort of Colombian substance. He looked down at the file on 
the desk in front of him. 

A color photograph of Ahmed Ali glared back at him. Light shone silver on the 
glistening muscles of the man’s coal black body and his Acom shaved head. The victorious 
athlete raised his fist in the black power salute. He had just won another Ultimate Fighting 
Tournament. 

Ali’s fury in the circle of combat was bom of being raised by a black single welfare 
mom in the “kinder and gentler” America of the Gulf war era. So was his mission. 

The only man that Ahmed Ali admired more than Saddam Hussein was his sensei, 
Kenji Yamato. Yamato would never live down the shame of his youth. Back then, he had 
been a Kamikaze pilot in a torpedo that had failed to explode. To his eternal shame, the 
Americans had fished him out of the water and taken him prisoner. 

After the end of the Second World War, he had been too ashamed to return to Japan. 
Instead, he had moved to Detroit, where he set up a Dojo teaching karate. Biding his time, 
he swore to get even with America for the dishonor he had suffered. 

In Kenji Yamoto’s old age, a young black man came to his dojo, too poor to be able to 
afford a Ghee. Yamato looked into his blazing black eyes, and saw a bitterness in the heart 
of the young man that matched his own. Spiritually, he adopted the young man, and taught 
him the mystic ways of the warrior. Ahmed Ali became a champion. He won in the striking 
arts of karate. In Ultimate Fighting, he proved that he could also beat the grapplers of the 
world. He was highly hailed as the all ‘round fighting machine. 

Paladin Lamb looked up from the file for a moment. His muscles tensed. 

“Pal, you’re not without a few resources of your own.” 

Ranging across a vast spectrum, the years had given him exposure to Tae Kwon Do, 
Tai Chi, Martial Qigong, even Tibetan Tantric Techniques handed down to the Russian 
mystic Gurdjieff by the Hidden Masters of Tibet. Eventually, the KGB, probably as a result 
of some long forgotten interrogation, had picked up Gurdjieff s secret techniques. As a 
bonus at the end of the cold war, Paladin came to learn them from a beautiful Russian agent. 

His life had changed when tests showed that he had more creativity and imagination 
than the experiences of his life had allowed him to display. The RCMP seconded him to the 
Canadian version of Stargate, which had been officially canceled in the US. A top secret 
program called “Orion”, it was run by CSIS, Canada’s Intelligence Agency. The Canadian 
operation was a sort of end run around the US Congress. “Orion” had begun to train him as 
a Remote Viewer. Then this had come up. 

Of course, Stargate itself had been canceled some years ago by the US Congress. 



Thus it was through the Remote Viewing program carried on by CSIS combined with 
similar such programs run by the private sector in the US, that the CIA had learned about 
Ahmed’s mad plans. However, knowing those plans was no guarantee that they could 
prevent him from carrying them out. 

Somehow, Ahmed Ali had managed to steal an experimental time machine from a 
large US Aerospace Company. This machine had involved a considerable refinement of the 
equipment used during World War II to teleport the US Destroyer Eldridge. At the time, that 
experiment had been kept secret. There were horror stories of something going wrong. Men 
materialized inside bulkheads, or loaded into a gun barrel like human ordnance, and so forth. 
Over the years, scientists had worked in secret and had got the kinks of that time machine. 
Now Ahmed Ali, Time Terrorist, had used the machine to travel back in time, taking the 
only model of the machine with him. To top things off, he had managed to destroy the 
computer programs that would enable his potential pursuers to build another machine. 

Paladin Lamb would have to find another way to travel back in time. Fortunately 
for him, there was one. But it, too, was experimental. 

Dr. Wilhelm Reich the fourth had developed a new concept that was safer than the 
physical methods that Ali had used. His way was known as “PSI Time Travel.” It involved 
an extension of the techniques used by Stargate’s Remote Viewers. 

Paladin would use this method of time travel. His mind would become a transmitter 
for his psychic entity. All he needed was to find a receiver in the back time. And something 
to connect him to that receiver. 

His mind wandered now, as it did every now and then. Now he saw a beautiful 
blonde woman in a sunburst yellow one-piece bathing suit. She was barefoot, doing 
cartwheels around a wrestling ring. In his vision she came alive as she pinned a bald headed 
lady wrestler wearing a shiny blue bathing suit and black boots. 

As her arm was raised in victory, her lips spread with the wholesome clean-cut 
smile of the girl next door. This was indeed the dream girl of his childhood, his secret love, 
the world’s greatest gal ‘rassler, Leapin’ Lynda Liberty! 

Paladin Lamb would soon be led through mystic drugs and trance into another 
dimension. He would then go back to enter the mind of a man who had lived in those days 
and who had loved Leapin’ Lynda as much as he, Paladin Lamb, had loved her when he was 
a boy. The problem was, at this end, they didn’t know anything about this mystery man 
except that he was a Professional Wrestler. 

However, they did know a great deal more about Ali’s plans. 

Paladin turned the next few pages of the report over, reviewing it once again in 
preparation for his mission. He came upon another old photograph. 

“Giant Jellyfish!” He said to himself. “They look like giant jellyfish.’ 

In a watercolor done by a Japanese military artist, pale lime green balloons were 
slowly being filled. They stood out from a mauve dawn sky. They looked a bit like open 
parachutes, since they were still only partly filled with air. Ropes and lines of various sorts 
hung down below them, like tendrils from some exotic fish. They really did look like some 
sort of monsters from a movie. 

In World War II, Japan had attacked the United States and Canada, with a novel 
weapon: paper balloons. Riding on the high winds of the stratosphere, they were silent and 
invisible to the radar of the day. They were used to carry bombs. They drifted all over the 
Western parts of Canada and the United States, mostly dropping bombs in open country, 



with very little effect. Some had even got as far inland as Michigan. The very existence of 
these balloons had been kept secret by the allies lest it cause a public panic. 

At the time, Western Scientists had been terrified that they might be used to carry 
germs. Japan had already sprayed black plague over China. Still, somehow the West lucked 
out. It seems the Japan’s secret germ warfare department never got in touch with their 
balloon department, thanks to inter service rivalry in the Empire of Japan. 

And there was a Japanese navy group working secretly in Korea that had developed 
an atomic bomb. Imagine such nuclear ordinance being delivered by Intercontinental 
Balloons! Again, inter-service rivalry had denied Japan a chance to win the war. 

Ahmed Ali was determined to change all that. It appeared that he had managed to 
locate a “contact” in the back time who could serve as a conduit to the Japanese High 
command. 

Not only that, he had got hold of some more modem germs, developed in Iraq. These 
germs would discriminate on the basis of race, attacking only white Anglo Saxon types. He 
had taken cultures of this vims with him. 

The plan of Ahmed Ali was diabolically simple. With his bacteriological weapon, 
Japan would win the war. But they would never be able to run America. So they would have 
to get black Afro - Americans and brown Hispanics to run it for them. These long abused 
minorities would be the real winners of the war. 

Ali’s contact was interesting. In the back time, Ali would have a partner waiting for 
him, one that he had carefully chosen. The man’s name had been spelled like Angel, but 
they pronounced it “An-hell”, and hell never had a better ambassador. 

The next part of Paladin’s file described the Spanish Super Spy, Angel De Valera. 
Born in Mexico, Angel had traveled to Spain and become a famous bullfighter. 

Black eyes flashed from an old photograph, still filled with life. The man was tall 
and lean, with a drooping Pancho Villa mustache. He wore a yellow sombrero and carried a 
red cape casually draped over his shoulder: otherwise, he was a man in black. The photo 
bore his stage name: “Our Gypsy of Madrid.” 

Injured in the bullring, Angel was forced to retire. He then became a journalist and a 
writer of science fiction, a famous fencing master, and a student of Nazi Magik. 

His stories were filled with mutant supermen, and the coming of an Aryan Messiah. 
His quest was to find both. 

Naturally, this lead him into contact with German Intelligence, and, indeed, with the 
secret magik hierarchy of the SS. He became a Gennan agent. Then they put the Japanese 
in touch with him, and he became a Japanese agent. He went to America attached to the 
Spanish embassy, under the cover of Spain’s neutrality. Posing as a journalist, he was able 
to move through the Hispanic population of the United States, just one more innocent fish 
swimming in a school of hundreds. Though it is little known to history, it was Angel who 
warned Japan about the atom bomb, and gave them other infonnation as well. He had good 
contacts with Japan. They trusted him. 

Ahmed Ali would use Angel DeValera as a pipeline into the Empire of Japan. That 
is how he would be able to deliver his supergenns from the next millennium. And tell them 
how to use their intercontinental balloons to deliver their new weapons. Then death would 
come to White America, dressed up as a silent spray, falling like a gentle morning rain. 

Paladin Lamb now closed the file in front of him. By now, he knew everything in 
them as if it was engraved on his soul. He was ready. 



He had been told to dress for comfort, so he had done so: blue jeans, white T-shirt, 
black sandals. He had never had any trouble dressing for comfort. In fact, he had decided to 
treat everyday as casual Friday. But today, there was a valid reason for doing so. He should 
be comfy so he could relax more easily. 

His mind wandered as he sauntered across the room. He smiled as he thought of how 
this time travel project had come to be. In the beginning, there was some Madhatter’s tea 
party theory about the nature of time itself. It was based on some New Age book that was 
supposed to have been channeled. Time is like shattered pieces of a mirror. Then some 
theory he could hardly understand got taken over by some mathematician that he most 
definitely could not understand and the result was this time travel project. Ah, well. As one 
of his friends who was a fighter pilot used to say, he didn’t have to design the airplane, he 
just had to fly it. 

Paladin Lamb opened the door to the adjoining room. Dr. Reich was there waiting, 
wearing his white lab coat with white hair standing out from his head as if he had just been 
electrocuted. The doctor stood in the shadows of a dimly lit room where everything was 
tinted reddish brown. He gestured to a dark red leather recliner chair. 

“Come, have a seat while I get the meditation acceleration 

medication ready.” 

Paladin sat down and tried to relax as he saw the doctor fiddling with some vials and 
tubes and a hypodermic needle. He glanced around the room. On a wall nearby he saw a 
silver plaque. He read aloud: 

“At the instant of the Big Bang 
It happened. 

All our videos were shot back then. 

Now what we have are merely replays.” 

The doctor had explained it. The universe is like a giant VCR. All we have to do is 
choose which tape to watch. And learn to operate the universal remote control. 

Paladin leaned back in the chair. His eyes rolled across the ceiling as he thought: “I 
wonder what my life would have been like if I’d gone to work on my uncle Billy’s pig 
farm.” 

Paladin looked down. He saw the doctor holding the hypodennic needle up in front 
of him, gently caressing it as he admired its graceful rocket like shape. In a voice filled with 
awe, Dr, Reich said: “Just as a rocket can put an astronaut into orbit, this needle will send 
you rocketing into another dimension where you will travel along a worm-hole in time. 

When you return to this dimension, you will be inside the head of another man. You 
will see through his eyes and speak with his voice, as if you were an otherworldly demon 
possessing him. You will be able to rest silently in his mind, a ghostly rider in his mind, 
until you need to take over and act. He will not know that you are there, and when you take 
over, he will not know anything you do unless you tell him about it. You will be in total 
control of his body. 

Be careful. Let him run things most of the time, for it is his time to be on earth. He 
knows his way around that time better than you do. 

Try to keep talking to us in your mind. It can transcend to boundaries of time. That 
way, our remote viewers here can monitor you.” 

“If I do get into trouble, can you send help?” 

“You asked us that before. We have even conferenced it over the PSI research 



Internet. We still don’t know for sure. We will have a remote viewer on call at all times, 
someone we might try to send back if needed. But don’t depend on it. We have never done it 
before, so if we do, we will really be in undiscovered country. Consider yourself most likely 
to be on your own. I understand you work best that way, anyhow.” 

“In working under cover, I had to do so.” 

“So Paladin Lamb, are we ready to go back in time?” 

Dr. Reich stood back, looking his “client” over like an artist surveying his 
masterpiece. 

“ You wore loose fit clothes. Good. Got a good night’s sleep? Good. No alcohol? 
Good. And you took it easy last night?” 

“Just lots of visualizing, just like you told me. Thinking of Leapin’ Lynda Liberty. In 
my min, I must have seen her in a hundred different ‘rasslin matches.” 

“You’ve been breathing like we showed you, and doing those special Qigong 
movements?” 

“Until I feel like waves of water rolling with the tide.” 

Dr. Reich took Paladin’s arm and held it out. He wound a rubber tube around it near 
the top, then poked and prodded looking for a target for his needle. Then Paladin felt a sharp 
prick in his arm. He watched as a silver gray liquid was injected into him. He thought it 
looked like liquid fog. 

He began to feel all warm and drowsy. Then he felt loose, as if he were floating. In 
the background, he could hear soft New Age music playing with the sounds of nature. 

The doctor’s voice was smooth, calming: 

“ Imagine that you are lying on your back on a warm and sandy beach. You look up. 
It is a clear and starlit night. You feel a warm breeze, like a lover’s breath. Now everything 
is still, so still. Even time stands still. 

The stars in the sky become lights in a tunnel. You are looking down a long dark 
tunnel. It is a subway going back in time. 

Now you are alone on a subway train. It is starting, slowly moving back in time. 

Now it is speeding up. You are speeding past the stars that light the tunnel now. You are 
traveling back in time... back... back... back. 1994. 1980. 1970. 1960. 1950. 1949. The train 
is slowing, slowing now. 1945. 1944. Now it has stopped. It is 1942. Now go find Leapin’ 
Lynda Liberty, hone in on her vibrations. Yes, that’s it.” 

At first, everything seemed to move as if life was a slow motion film all shot in 
black and white. There were funny noises, as if he were hearing things under water. Slowly, 
the film became tinted with color, first reds and yellows, then purples, greens, and lastly, 
blues appeared. Then sights and sound and speed all returned again to nonnal. 

It wasn’t everyday that Paladin Lamb woke up in another man’s body. He felt his 
chest twitch. He looked down to see bulging biceps and well-rounded pectoral muscles, 
tanned and glistening and cut like the cover of a bodybuilding magazine. He was wearing 
navy blue wrestling trunks and white cowboy boots. His thighs were muscular. 

He could not help but thi nk : “Boy, I’ll bet Ben Weider never thought of this way to 
get a better body!” 

He could see that he was standing in a wrestling ring with a dirty gray canvas. He 
could smell stale cigar smoke. He could feel that it was hot and dry. 

The air itself seemed smoky, just a bit like hell. Somehow, he sensed that he must be 
somewhere in rural Texas. 



He heard the ring announcer, loud and clear: 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, the next bout of the evening, a mixed men’s and ladies tag - 
team match. In the red corner, weighing two hundred and forty pounds, and hailing from 
Cherokee Creek in Oklahoma, Cowboy Bob Holiday!” 

Paladin Lamb felt his host’s body raise an ann. The crowd cheered. The announcer 
continued: 

“And the Cowboy’s pretty partner, hailing from Gator Fanns, Florida, the 
barefoot contessa herself, Leapin’ Lynda Liberty!” 

The cheers of the crowd were deafening. Paladin looked at the slim figure standing 
beside him, all wrapped up in a long royal blue colored robe. She was wearing golden 
slippers. There she was, his childhood dream girl come back to life! 

Her bright blonde hair burst ‘round her glistening white face like flames. Her smile 
was like a toothpaste add. As she stepped towards the center of the ring, Leapin’ Lynda 
Liberty opened her ring robes with a dramatic flare. Her yellow one - piece bathing suit just 
seemed to light the ring up like the sun at high noon! 

And to think that he, Paladin lamb, was going to be this lady’s tag - team partner. 

The ring announcer went on, introducing the bad guys. 

“In the blue corner, weighing one hundred and forty pounds, the Slave Girl, Lilly 
Limone.” 

The crowd booed. 

A darkly tanned beauty with her pretty face wrapped by a crown of wild black hair 
and her shapely body wrapped up in a reddish tinted leopard one-piece bathing suit stepped 
forward and snarled. She wore chains wrapped around her like a punk rocker from a later 
age. She was also barefoot. 

She stomped her foot petulantly on the ring apron. There were more boos. It was as 
if she was able to manipulate this live crowd the way some TV technician of a later era 
could control canned laughter. 

The ring announcer went on: 

“And her new partner, from the dark swamps of Haiti, weighing two hundred and 
fifty pounds, Mr. Voodoo himself, L’Esprit Negre!” 

A surly figure came forward and raised a clenched fist. In later generations, people 
would see such a move as a black power salute. During World War II, however, it was 
universally recognized as Mussolini’s Italian Fascist salute. Somehow, the irony of a black 
man making a Fascist salute was lost on this rural crowd. For all they knew, Mussolini 
himself might have been a black man. You never could tell who had been in that fellow’s 
woodpile. And so they booed. 

L’Esprit Negre, French for “the Black Spirit”, wore ice lime trunks and ivory boots 
that made his skin seem ever darker. His face was painted with a white skull. 

Paladin recognized his male opponent for the coming match. It was Ahmed Ali. 

“Might have figured he would join a traveling wrestling troop. That would make the 
perfect cover for him.” Paladin could not help but admire the man’s clever cover. The work 
would be easy for him, and it would give him a source of money and a reason to travel. You 
would never suspect this character of being an Axis agent - from the future. 

Ali stood there in the wresting ring, his anns folded across his massive chest, his 
jaw jutting out. Paladin lamb could not help but think that he really did look like a negative 
of a photograph of Benito Mussolini. 



Someone in the crowd yelled “Uppity Young Buck, ain’t he?” 

The remark drew guffaws from the other members of the audience. L’Esprit 
scowled and spat at the offending fan. He glared at the room, as if daring some one from the 
crowd to take him on. Now, the room really filled with boos. 

The air became electric with a sense of danger, of impending violence. The crowd 
seemed to sense that somehow, this was not an ordinary wrestler that stood before them. 

L’Esprit stood stock still, and breathed deeply with his abdomen. Again, his black 
eyes spread dark vibrations out around the room. Now the crowd felt fear, like icy fingers 
crawling up your spine. They seemed to grow silent for a moment. 

The referee called the two tag teams into the center of the ring for “instructions”. 

The ref himself was a small skinny man, all the better to make the male wrestlers look even 
bigger. He whispered. 

“Now y’all know what yer supposed to do, so make it look good. An’ you, Mr. 
L’Esprit, please be careful. You’re not supposed to mangle folks.” 

The big black man flashed a wide white-toothed grin. His eyes were filled with 
menace and mirth as he said: “Why Ah wouldn’t hurt mah own mother, even if she did give 
birth to me. Hahahaha. ” 

He walked back to his team’s corner, still laughing at his own joke. 

The women started out sparring, moving quickly about, feinting, looking for an 
opening. They danced about like two praying mantis caught up in some sort of primordial 
mating ritual. 

Suddenly, Leapin’ Lynda leapt into the air and caught Miss Lilly’s head between her 
legs in a head scissors. Deftly, she flipped her acrobatic foe across the ring. 

Now Leapin’ Lynda celebrated by cart - wheeling around the ring as her opponent 
slowly got up and stomped on the mat in disgust. Leapin’ Lynda had once been a circus 
acrobat, and she loved to use the skills that she had learned there in the ring. 

The dance of the two spry beauties moved gracefully along, like some populist 

ballet. 

If Miss Lilly could bedevil the fans, then Leapin’ Lynda was their darling. She 
seemed to ride their cheers as a surfer rides the waves. 

Linally, Lynda’s flustered foe just lost it. She charged at the bouncy blonde like a 
raging bull. Leapin’ Lynda’s legs flew out as she leap - frogged over her opponent, leaving 
the woman chasing after empty air. Then Lynda quickly jumped on Miss Lilly’s back and 
rode her as if she were a horse. The crowd howled with laughter as Lilly staggered to her 
comer to make the tag. 

Now, L’Esprit quickly entered the ring. Suddenly it looked like Lynda Liberty was 
trapped. She fell on her backside. He towered over her like a menacing monster. The 
atmosphere grew tense. Like a wannabe lynch mob, the audience eagerly awaited the 
“classic” confrontation between a pale white woman and a big black man. 

As L’Esprit approached her, Lynda got up to her knees. His anns stretched out 
towards her, his fingers spread like long knurled claws. He growled like a gorilla and he 
slapped his belly hard. He stood straight up and bellowed loud and flexed his biceps for the 
crowd. 

On her hands and knees she scurried ‘round him, and then bit him on the bum! 

She ran laughing to her corner as he jumped into the air. He rubbed his lime green 
bottom as he yelled: “you bit me on the bum!” 



The audience was laughing, cheering, all beside themselves with glee. 

Now Leapin’ Lynda tagged the good guy in. Cowboy Bob was in the ring. 

Paladin, the ghostly rider, watched from inside his host’s big body as it glided 
effortlessly into the ring. It was a strange feeling, being inside a body as another’s mind 
moves it. 

The two big men ran around the ring, bouncing off the ropes as if to increase their 
momentum or something. Anyway, it looked impressive and the crowd just ate it up. 

Papa Voodoo caught the Cowboy with a low kick to the groin, causing him to fall to 
the canvas. 

“That hurt.” Said the Cowboy. “Let’s not get too realistic.” 

He stood, slowly, as L’Esprit strutted about the ring, his hands raised in victory. 

Suddenly, the Cowboy rose and ran at the big black man and caught him in a 
headlock, and began to drag him around the ring. The crowd cheered, expecting to see a 
good old Bulldog Headlock from one of the good old boys. They thought the move would 
end the match, as it usually did. With that move, his specialty, the Cowboy would run and 
jump and drive his foe’s face right into the mat. 

The Cowboy began his move. As he started to jump, a black hand reached to the side 
of a white neck and caught a nerve. In mid-maneuver, Cowboy Bob fell, as limp as a sack of 
potatoes. 

When Paladin woke up a few seconds later, he was still inside the Cowboy’s body 
which lay prostate in the ring. His neck was in pain. His ears were buzzing. Everything was 
a blur. 

His vision slowly cleared. He saw Lynda bent over with her head caught between 
two big black tree trunk thighs. L’Esprit fell back, forcing her head into the mat with a 
piledriver. The fans booed as he lay across her for the pin. 

L’Esprit and his partner quickly left the ring. The crowd was getting angry, like a 
storm gathering. 

Cowboy Bob staggered to his feet. So did Leapin’ Lynda. She felt warm and soft as 
she leaned into him. She raised his hand and the crowd cheered. He picked up her golden 
sippers from the canvas, and then helped her from the ring. 

In the dressing room, Paladin Lamb was able to use the mirror to see, for the first 
time, the face of the man whose body he now possessed. The man in the mirror smiled back 
at Paladin Lamb. Dimpled blue jowls framed a craggy but handsome face. Weathered red 
skin and pale blue eyes contrasted with slick black hair. 

Paladin the Time Traveler took a few seconds to access the memory banks of the 
simple soul whose body he now inhabited. The Cowboy was billed as coming from 
Oklahoma, home of countless Cowboys. He really came from a small town in Pennsylvania. 
He took up pro-wrestling so that he wouldn’t have to go “down the pit” like all the other 
men in that coal mining town. The miners shared a life of darkness and danger with fights 
outside the pub on Saturday night as their only reward. He didn’t want any part of that life. 
That was why he didn’t drink. And it was the reason he had left home to join a wrestling 
show. 

“Oh, mah he - ad!” 

Leapin’ Lynda sat on a bench in a corner of the change room, holding her head 
between her hands. She was still in her bright yellow ring attire. Beside her was a six-foot 
high cardboard partition so the she could have some privacy when she changed. The shabby 



gray dressing room, old paint flaking from its walls, was not exactly luxurious. There were 
even cracks on the concrete floor. The arena had seen better days. It had once been a 
slaughterhouse. 

“He really hurt me bad.” She whined. “All Ah did was bite his bum, an’ even that 
was all in fun. That kinda thing always gets a laugh. But mah he-ad shore don’t feel funny 
now!” 

There was a noise outside, like old brakes squealing. A door slammed. 

“Heyy!” Leapin’ Lynda got up when she heard the sound and went to the window. 
“Jus’ what ah needed to get mah spirits up. It’s Happy Farmer Humphey! Yay!” 

She jumped up and down like a cheerleader, looking at the door to the dressing 
room. It opened, and a giant waddled into the room. He stood six - foot two and weighed 
eight hundred pounds. He wore huge red and white-checkered pants, a white shirt, and a 
brown vest. His massive body was topped off with a tiny head, making him look even 
bigger. 

Suddenly, Leapin’ Lynda was hopping about, back to her usual self. 

“Bob, this here’s mah friend ah told yo about, the big boy we all call ‘Farm’. This 
here is Happy Farmer Humphrey. He’s always so funny!” 

The big man sat down on a bench to catch his wind. He was sweating profusely. He 
wiped his face with a towel he was carrying. 

In the excitement of the moment, Lynda seemed to lose her headache. She gushed as 
she spoke about her friend. 

“Farm here has his own special van he travels in. In it, everything is made special for 
super-heavy folks.” 

The Happy Farmer seemed to catch his breath. “What’s new?” He asked. 

“Lots. “ she said. “Lak we got us a new heel. He shore is a mean one. Tonight he 
really banged mah he-ad, when all ah did was bite his bum!” 

Now Happy Humprhey’s voice was sad and somehow seemed lost. He sighed 
heavily and said: “Sometimes they got me ‘rasslin’ midgets now. When one of them little 
vannints bites mah bum, it always gets a laugh.” 

“Ah know.” Said Leapin’ Lynda. “It is really funny, better than sittin’ on a pie 
‘cause bitin’ a bum don’t leave no mess to clean up. It always gets a good laugh. An’ that’s 
our business, brother Fann. Lighten up their lives a little. Let ‘em yell thar he-ads off and 
send ‘em back to their own fanns with a smile on thar face. It’s jus’ lak a magic show. Lak 
Ah wrote to Sister Aimee, and she wrote back an’ told me all that, so Ah know it’s gospel 
truth. When we get ‘em laughin’, then we’re doin’ God’s work, makin’ plain folks feel 
better.” 

“ Who hurt you?” Fann’s face showed real concern. 

“He’s a rough one. They calls him ‘L’Esprit Negre.’” 

“Never heard of him.” 

“It was real strange the way he joined us. One dark and stormy night he came to the 
hotel whar we was stayin’ jus’ lak the thunderstorm had brought him. That was right after 
we lost our top heel. Nobody knows how the Terrible Turk’s neck got broke. They just 
found him one morning at the bottom of some stairs, with his thick neck all twisted ‘round. 
He was smilin’ lak a wood doll. So thar we was in the middle of nowhere with no bad guy to 
head our ‘rasslin’ show. 

We was lost. Yo gotta have a headline heel or yo aint got no show. Then this big 



black guy shows up with his bag of tricks. He’s supposed to be a Voodoo man, see? So he 
asks us fer a try-out. SHEE BANG! We got ourselves a new bad guy. Real strange the way 
it happened. We was real lucky. But he shore is a rough one. 

Now Ah hear he’s gonna get hisself a manager to help him draw heat. Some guy our 
promoter just met at a bullfight in Mexico. L’Esprit introduced them. We’re supposed t meet 
this feller on the train tomorrow. Ah hear he’s quite a ladies man.” 

“Well, be careful.” Said the Happy Farmer. 

A loud knock came at the door. Someone yelled: “Happy Farmer Humphrey, you’re 
on next.” 

The big man stood to go. He paused for a moment. Suddenly, everything stood still. 
He looked at Cowboy Bob and said: 

“I really like you’re lady Lynda. She treats me real nice. I know she’ll never be 
mine, but I can dream.” 

Leapin’ Lynda went over to him and stood on tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek. 

“Yes, Happy Fanner Humphrey, you can dream. Ah am just the stuff thet dreams are 
made of.” 

With that, she stood back. 

“Thanks, Leapin’ Lynda.’ 

With that, he turned and lumbered out of the room. 

Lynda Liberty sprang into action now, throwing on a pair of pale blue jeans over her 
yellow bathing suit, then adding a white T - shirt. Her golden slippers quickly carried her 
across the room. She looked over her shoulder and shouted: 

’’Come on slow poke, we got ourselves a Happy Farmer Humphrey match to watch. 
An’ he’s a gonna be fightin’ them mean old midgets tonight!” 

The Cowboy got up and followed her, still wearing his ring attire. Inside the 
Cowboy’s head, Paladin Lamb’s mind was already gearing up for the next morning. This 
new manager sounded interesting. Still, as he thought of the men who loved Leapin’ Lynda, 
he was thankful that he had wound up inside the body of Cowboy Bob Holiday, and not that 
of the Happy Fanner. 



Chapter Two: “Milk Run to New Mexico” 


The dark brown wood railway station looked like a modified ranch house, which is 
what it was. The waiting room itself was next door. It used to be a barn. Now, instead of 
stalls for cattle, there were benches for people. Progress was coming to rural America. 

Leapin’ Lynda jumped up and down, waving at him from across the empty room. 

She wore a long pale brown skirt, a western style shirt, and burgundy brown cowboy boots. 
The cowboy’s red plaid shirt, blue jeans, and white cowboy boots (to match his ever present 
white hat) seemed to complement her outfit perfectly. They should. She helped to pick them 
out. 

“Hi - Dee - Ho!” she yelled. She must have just been listening to that radio 
evangelist of hers again. 

The two tag team partners hugged each other in greeting. Just then, a shrill whistle 
announced that the old coal burning train was chugging into the station. Six-twenty-five am. 
Five minutes to board it. 

The big red and silver train screeched to a stop, its brakes sounding like some 
prehistoric monster from the movies. A big black smoke stack on top of the engine 
continued to belch black clouds into the sky, like a little volcano. 

Cowboy Bob grabbed Lynda’s suitcases as well as his own and followed her like a 
pack mule. They went to the third car of the five car train, where some gray metal steps had 
been set down. A conductor in a black uniform stood there looking official. She gave him 
their tickets, and they climbed on board the train. 

An image flashed before the Cowboy’s still sleepy eyes. Briefly, he was back in his 
“secret Germany”, back in his Pennsylvania childhood. For a few sweet seconds, he was 
watching a little toy train chug its way along a track that wound around a small white 
mountain covered with Christmas trees. Then his mind snapped back to reality as Lynda 
said: “ Let’s sit here, padnah.” 

“OK” he grunted under his breath as he put their bags on a rack above their yellow 
tan seats. They were the only ones in the car. 

“Ya know,” she said, as if he didn’t know.“ This train car’s a -gonna be full before 
we gets to New Mexico. It’s what they calls a milk run. That’s the only type that stops at 
this here town.” 

Lynda sat by the window. Cowboy Bob sat down beside her. They were silent for a 
moment. 

“Don’t go back to sleep cowboy. We gotta go to the breakfast car real soon.” 

The train started up slowly. Both passengers looked out the window in silence. 

Outside the dawn was breaking: the rising sun painted the sky blood red. A few dark 
clouds drifted through that scarlet sky, like demons fleeing from the coming day. 

As they rolled along, they could see the sleepy houses of the little town. A few lights 
in the windows showed that early rising housewives were shaking sleep from their eyes and 
starting the breakfast fires going on their stoves. 

The Cowboy muttered: “Good Morning, America.” 

“What’s that, Cowboy?” 

“Nothin’” 

Soon their modern mechanical wagon train was crossing the barren desert. Looking 



out the window, you could see the badlands where the Dalton Gang once rode. They were 
lawmen who had been cheated of their pay and set out to get even. Eventually, they became 
legend. As dust blew in the wind, the ghosts of past cowboys did seem to ride out there. 
Wheels clicked along the tracks: “clickita, clickita.” 

A deep and booming voice sang out: “Breakfast car is open.” A tall pale black 
porter, neatly dressed in a royal blue uniform, stood at the front of the car. “Ya’ll come on 
up an’ get yore breakfast, he-ah?” 

He turned and sauntered from the car with a slow gait. He was humming a spiritual. 

“Sister had thet song on the radio this momin’. “ Lynda’s eyes lit up. “Ah wonder if 
he listens to Sister Aimee, too.” 

Cowboy Bob just smiled shyly. Leapin’ Lynda sure did like her “Old Time 
Religion”. She said it was “better ’n Corn Likker, and a whole lot healthier.” 

They got up and walked slowly to the front of the car. Cowboy Bob held the door 
open for her. They followed the Porter to the diner. 

The walls of this car were mahogany. There were crisp clean white cloths on the 
tables. The diner was a throwback to the days when eating on the train was stylish. 

There were only two other passengers there, reflecting the fact that dining cars were 
gradually going out of style. 

L’Esprit Negre had been joined by another man. It was evidently his new manager, 
for he was to meet them today. As they sat there, he two heels were a colorful pair. 

L’Esprit, his purple black head freshly shaved, looked like a blacksmith. The bulging 
muscles of his arms glistened even in the dim light. He wore what later generations would 
call a tank top, dark burgundy in color. His pants were black, shiny leather. 

The tall slim man beside him was just as startling. Graying strands of hair poked out 
beneath a broad-brimmed yellow sombrero. A white handlebar mustache added an antique 
touch. His purple vest complemented a white embroidered shirt. His pants were dark green, 
giving him a gypsy look. Plashing black eyes hinted at Plamenco music. There was a fresh 
red rose in his lapel. 

Paladin Lamb, seeing all this through the eyes of the Cowboy, thought: 

“ So this is Angel De Valera. This slender, mortal man would someday be a legend in 
South America, a ghost that rode wherever the winds whispered the word: ‘Peronista’. But 
that is all in the future. Unless I kill him in this earlier time.” 

Angel rose as Lynda went over to them. L’Esprit followed his lead, somewhat 
uncomfortably. 

“ Yo must be our new ‘rasslin’ manager. Hi - dee - ho! Mah name is Leapin’ Lynda 
Liberty, an’ ah’m a gal, ‘rassler.” 

“ Pleased to meet you, Miss Liberty. You can call me “An - hell”. The Spanish 
name was written just like the English word “Angel”, but the Hispanic pronunciation is “An 
- Hell” 

“An - Hell ?” 

L’Esprit chipped in, using a fake English accent: “ By Jove, I thi nk she’s got it.” 

“An - hell. “ She smiled. “Angel, only with “hell “ in it.” 

“Exactly.” Said Angel. He took her proffered hand, turned it, raised it, and kissed it 
with an old fashioned bow. “ Enchante, mademoiselle.” 

“Ooo - z’at Spanish?” 

“No. It is Trench, the language of the duel. I speak several languages, Miss Liberty.” 



“Ah have enuff trouble speakin’ English. “ She said, laughing. 

“ Please join us.” He gestured towards their table. 

She sat opposite her Spanish gentleman. Cowboy Bob sat across from L’Esprit, who 
was by the window. As he sat, Lynda introduced him: 

“ This here’s mah tag team patnah, an’ mah favorite face, Cowboy Bob Holiday. 44 
“Pleased to meet you.” Said Angel, coolly. They shook hands. His grip was firm, and 
he looked the Cowboy right in the eyes, like a straight shooter would. 

L’Espirt and the Cowboy stared out of the window as the other two began a 
conversation. The Cowboy’s mind drifted back to his “Secret Germany” while his inner 
guest, Paladin Lamb, paid close attention to what was going on around them, hoping to pick 
up anything that Angel let slip. 

Cowboy Bob was always such a strong silent soul; it was like he wasn’t there at all. 
Since he seldom said anything, no one expected him to do so. Such a ‘host’ made the perfect 
listening post for Paladin Lamb. 

Angel’s voice was quiet, smooth as melting ice cream, as he spoke. 44 1 have heard 
about your terrific acrobatic style in the ring. Tell me about YOU, as you are outside the 
ring, Miss Liberty. I hear you used to be in the circus.” 

“Wall, Ah’m just a plain old farm gal to start with. When Ah was sixteen, Ah ran 
away from mah Pappy’s pig farm an’ joined the circus thet was passin’ through. Ah snuck 
onto the circus train an’ jus’ popped up an’ said “Here Ah am.” 

Ah was always good at climbin’ trees, so they made me a acrobat.” 

L’Esprit coughed: 44 A throwback to our Simian ancestors, no doubt.” 

He, too, was really following what was being said. 

Lynda turned to him and asked: “What was that, Mr. L’Esprit?” 

Angel answered her: “He was talking about monkeys, Miss Liberty. Nothing 
important.” 

Lynda blurted out: 44 Now y’all don’t believe them stories ‘bout us cornin’ from 
monkeys, now do ya? Do Ah look lak a ape? Heck, sister Aimee says the Devil made up all 
thet evolution stuff. A Devil jus’ lak Adolf Hitler. She even said thar was a devil inside of 
Adolph Hitler thet could do the job.” 

“Now, now, Miss Liberty.” He smiled again. “Not to worry. You certainly do not 
look like any monkey I have ever seen. In fact, my dear, I think you really are an enchanted 
Princess.” 

“Enchanted Princess?” 

“My own Princess Dulcimea.” 

“Dulsey - who?” 

“Princess Dulcimea, my dear. Your beauty can even shine though the distorted 
mirrors of a Pun House.” 

“Haw! Ah love them Pun House mirrors. One minute yer short an’ fat, an’ the next, 
yer tall an’ thin. In them mirrors, yo kin be anything yo wants to be. Yo just gotta pick the 
right mirror, thet’s all.” 

“Yes, yes, my dear. You are my Contessa Dulcimea.” 

“Me? A REAL contessa?” 

Angel winked at her: “You never know, my dear, You never know.” He paused and 
looked out the window, and added: “I wonder what Dulcimea ’s ardent suitor would think 
about this train. Ah, Don Quixote De La Mancha, how we miss your dreams in our modem 



world, without even knowing it.” 

The train rolled by a few run down shacks, mired in filth and decay. Local Indians, 
wearing rags, stared vacantly as the train sped by. Angel’s voice was troubled as he looked 
on and said: 

“There is no chivalry in this land, my friends. A European Nobleman feels 
responsible for those he serves, a certain Noblesse Oblige. I see none of that here in 
America.” 

L’Esprit added: “Americans love money, so their heroes are all fat cat businessmen. 
They have no Samurai, no warrior class.” 

“No romance.” Angel smiled. “I understand, my purple - dark friend. They need our 
Hispanic culture. Only then will chivalry prevail.” 

“Chivalry? Ah really lak the’t history stuff. “ Lynda bounced up and down in her 
seat with excitement. “ Ya know, some of them men’s magazines thet the Cowboy here 
reads in the bathroom have real good history stuff in them.” She flicked her wrist in an 
elegant and feminine gesture, and went on: “Why jus’ last month, Ah read this here article 
about the Nakid Lady Gladiators in Old Rome. They was trained to sword fight left-handed 
so as to give them a advantage. There was this here neat drawing of this Lady Gladiator 
wearin’ only her boots an’ her helmet. She had a sword and a shield and she looked lak she 
was a gonna finish her opponent off. The other gal was on her back. There was a trident and 
a net lyin’ on the ground beside her. In them thar days, they really had some neat circuses!” 
Angel smiled and said: “Would you like to be in a circus like that someday?” 
L’Esprit sneered: “Sounds like your friend here reads some interesting magazines.” 
Cowboy Bob blushed bright red. 

For a few seconds, there was an awkward silence, as if someone had just trespassed 
into forbidden territory. 

Smells from the nearby kitchen wafted into the room. Angel’s nostrils flared. Judy 
volunteered: “Thet’s breakfast a- cookin’. By the smell of it, it’s gonna be ready real soon.” 
Angel leaned towards her and said: “Have you ridden on this train before, Miss 
Liberty?” 

“Why shore Ah have. This here ‘rasslin’ troop rides on this circuit every year about 
this time.” 

“This is my first time. Tell me about this circuit that you ride, Miss Liberty.” 

“Wall, ya know, it’s all small towns an’ thet. Tha’s war the real ‘rasslin’ fans are. 
Farm folks, ranch hands. . .ya know. Just plain folks. The next stop we gets off on is 
Paradiso. Paradiso New Mexico.” 

“I’m afraid I do not know New Mexico very well, Miss Liberty. Paradiso is near 
White Plains, is it not?” 

“Jus’ a short drive away. Bet some of our audience even comes from there. Ah hear 
we’re gonna do a special big show this time, so we’ll get folks from all around.” 

Deep inside the Cowboy’s mind, Paladin Lamb coolly observed: “ Yes, there is quite 
a big show in this area. We’re going to be right beside the site of America’s top secret Atom 
Bomb project.” 



Chapter Three: Pre-Game Show 


Leo the Promoter saw himself as an average American Business man. Most of the 
folks that knew him thought he was a bit on the shady side. For the last few days, his 
wrestlers had trickled into town. Now he called them together at an old warehouse that he 
sometimes used as an office when he came to this town. An old friend of his owned the 
building, so he could get it for free. 

Leo paced up and down in front of his little troupe of actors. The promoter was 
heavy set, with coarse facial features set atop a massive blue jaw. He wore jeans and a gray 
T-shirt with the red letters spelling out “Alabama Crimson Tide”. His hands were stained 
with nicotine, and he was always chewing on the end of a big fat cigar. He smelled of stale 
tobacco. 

It was said that Leo used to be a professional wrestler back in the old days. These 
days, he booked pro wrestling cards into small towns in Texas and New Mexico, matches 
where “anything goes”. His deep voice and gruff manor left no doubt who was in charge. 

The performers who lounged around the warehouse sat on old shipping crates and 
the odd folding chair or two. There was the Cowboy, from Pennsylvania, and an Indian from 
the Bronx. There were wrestlers with names like L’Esprit Negre and Angel, (billed as El 
Matador) and various others. Happy Farmer Humphrey was there with his famous red polka 
dot pants. He sat on three crates at the same time, and they groaned under his weight. 

Leapin’ Lynda was there with blue jeans and a plain white shirt, and her new brown cowboy 
boots that she liked to show off. The zipper in her back was deliberately left undone, so she 
could “accidentally” do a Tom Boy’s flirt with the boys. She liked to thi nk of them admiring 
her shiny pink undies. 

Lilly Limone, the lady’s champion, was strutting her stuff, looking as always like the 
star of the show. She wore a black dress, black fishnet stockings, and shiny black six-inch 
high heels. She wore a white necklace that looked like sharks’ teeth. Her dark sunglasses 
and heavy make - up almost to give her a Hollywood star look. She smelled strongly of 
cheap perfume, as if she was trying to make up for her husband’s cigar smell. Maybe she 
was. 

Lilly, who also wrestled barefoot, was legendary as the top bad girl of women’s 
wrestling. She was a strong and as beautiful as belladonna. She could out strut, out slut, and 
out smirk anyone. She just loved to draw heat. Of course, she was the main eventer 
wherever she went. Being married to the promoter didn’t hurt her career any, either. 

She greeted Lynda with a playful pat on the bottom. Lilly’s voice was sugar sweet: “ 
Hi, glamorous. Gonna have us a reunion, huh?” 

“OK everybody.” Leo called the meeting to order. “ Any of you mugs ever play 
baseball?” 

“What?” said The Happy Farmer. 

“Baseball” 

“A bloodless sport, and boring.” Said Angel. 

Leo snorted back: “ OK, Angel. Looks like you are batting ninth. Now what about 
the rest of you?” 

Someone said: “ I was second base in high school.” Someone else said: “I used to 
play in Little League.” The Happy Fanner added: “I played short stop when I was in 
college.” 

Leo looked long and hard at him, and said: “I think you’ll be the umpire.” 

Leapin’ Lynda Liberty put up her hand like a grade school kid in class. She said: 

“Ah used to shag flies for mah paw. An’ ah always liked to hit homers. Ah guess he always 



wanted a boy. Wall, if they let gals into the majors, Ah woulda tried out. Instead, Ah joined 
mah circus, an’ ya’ll know the rest.” 

“OK. Leapin’ Lyda Liberty is our lead off hitter.” Said Leo. 

“Oh, how sweet. “ purred Lilly Limone. 

“What’s this all about?” asked L’Esprit. 

Leo puffed on his cigar, and answered. “We’re gonna play a baseball game. Ah got it 
all lined up. We’re gonna play the Paradiso Rattlesnakes. They’re a junior level farm team 
for the majors, mostly young kids just off the farm themselves. Look, it’s all gonna be in 
fun, see. In the middle of the game, I want Lilly an’ a couple of you heels to go over to their 
side and start some action, see. That can lead into our ‘rasslin’ card. 

The ‘rasslin’ will follow the ball game, We’ll bill it as “Two spectaculars for the 
price of one”. Yes - Sir - ee. Baseball and pro -rasslin go together like ballpark franks and 
buns. It’s the Great American Way. 

And so, they planned out the show of the century. At least that’s what they figured it 
would be. 

Like members of a traveling troupe of players from Will Shakespeare’s day 
assembling the sets for their plays, the wrestlers all pitched in to put up the wrestling ring. 
Cowboy Bob and L’Esprit joined a couple of other wrestlers and some local roustabouts in 
the work, in the middle of a deserted baseball park. 

There were some children nearby. Two boys were play wrestling each other while a 
girl looked on. 

The Cowboy smiled and tipped his white hat to them as he walked by. L’Esprit 
followed him as they went over to listen as a local radio station interviewed Leapin’ Lynda. 
The warm sun lit up their white T-shirts as they stood there side by side. 

Lynda sounded sugar sweet as she stood there in her white blouse, brown skirt, and 
brown Cowboy boots. Her lilting voice was every bit the Southern Belle: 

“Ah am just dee-lighted to come back to yore lovely little town of Paradiso. “ She 
flashed a clean-cut smile and gushed: “Ah just love to see mah many fans here in New 
Mexico, especially the children.” 

She looked down modestly. 

“Thank you, Miss Liberty.” 

She seemed to glow - or was that her facial cream? 

“Ain’t she just a angel?” said Cowboy Bob. 

L’Esprit Negre said: “Let’s get back to work. We’re almost done.” 

Soon, a modern wrestling ring, ropes and all, graced right field. 

Leo had declared: “If the ball hits the ring, it will be a ground rule double.” 

After the ring was erected, Cowboy Bob and L’Esprit walked side by side towards 
the exit, each eyeing the other suspiciously. They left the ballpark. Just outside, a series of 
posters hung on the walls greeted them. 

One was an old circus poster, scarred by vandalism and weather. It showed a pretty 
girl in a red bathing suit and tiny red booties riding an elephant in a parade. 

Another was a recruiting poster saying “Uncle Sam Needs You.” It stood as a grim 
reminder that there was a war going on. 

The third poster really stood out. It was clean and clear, having just been put up. Bold, 
bright colors announced: “Texas “Rasslin’... Ladies’ Grudge Match.” And “Battle of the 
Barefoot Beauties!” Large photographs of the two in brightly colored bathing suits 
commanded attention. Lilly, with an oriental flowered print, red on yellow, looked a bit like 
the Rising Sun. She glared across the poster at Leapin’ Lynda Liberty, who wore the Stars 
and Stripes. Underneath the pictures, it said: “Main Event - Leapin’ Lynda Liberty, 



challenger, VS. Lilly Limone, champion.” 

The names of the rest of the wrestlers were in smaller print below. Then came 
another line of large, bold print: “Double Header: Baseball and Wrestling, two for the price 
of one.” 

The men stopped to look at the poster. Cowboy Bob whistled: “Those ladies shore 
do look good.” 

With that, the two men wandered over to a nearby restaurant called 
“QuetzalcoateTs”. A huge sign hung out in front of the orange brick building, with a green 
snake curling beneath the red lettering. 

Inside the place, it was dark and cool, like someone’s dimly lit basement. There were 
half a dozen tables covered with com yellow cloths. In one corner, a group of migrant 
Mexican workers sat at two tables close together. At the opposite end of the room sat the 
manager Angel de Valera. Leapin’ Lynda Liberty was just joining him as they entered. The 
two men went over to their table and sat down. 

Above Angel’s head there was a gold shield embossed with the face of the Aztec 
Sun god. Beneath that, two silver sabers crossed, symbolic of the days of dueling during this 
area’s Mexican past. Then the Americans had taken these lands, and brought with them the 
six-gun and the shoot out. All today’s wrestlers could offer was the odd “shooting match”. 

So much for progress. 

Angel had not helped to set up the wrestling ring. He had made an excuse about 
having personal business elsewhere. By the time the others got to the restaurant to join him, 
he had already started on a bottle of wine. He raised his glass in greeting them, saying: 
“Here’s to the blood of ‘El Toro’, the sacrament of the bullfighting ring.” 

He drained his glass and poured another. L”Esprit sat down beside him. The Cowboy 
sat beside Lynda. 

Angel leaned back, placing his arm over the back of his chair, as if opening up a bit. 
He said: “So, tell me about yourself, Miss Liberty.” 

L’Esprit rolled his eyes: “Something tells me you’ll be sorry you asked that.” 

Angel smiled at her and said: “They call you ‘the barefoot contessa’. I want to know 
what a barefoot contessa is made of.” 

“Sugar an’ spice... an’ a little woodsheddin’. That’s why ah am so sweet an’ lovable. 
Just like a Angel.” 

“And modest, too.” Snorted the black man. He was ignored as she went on. . .and 
on... and on. 

“ Ah did mah circus act barefoot ‘cause at first ah didn’t have no shoes thet was 
good for climbin’ ropes with. So ah started to ‘rassle barefoot. An’ then they started to call 
me the barefoot contessa. Lilly was already the Queen of barefoot lady ‘rasslers, so ah 
became a contessa. Anyways, thet is how the promoter explained it to me.” 

The waitress came. The small group ordered as Lynda went on. All of them had 
Chili except for Angel, who ordered “Carni El Diablo’, and more wine. 

“Wall,” said Lynda, “ Mah friend the Mighty Atlas did strongman stunts for the 
public the day before the ‘rasslin’ matches. All the papers would cover it when he came to 
town. It got folks to come to the matches. But it was really all tricks he had. Jus’ tricks, 
that’s all.” 

“So is life;” mused Angel. “Smoke and mirrors and magic.” 

Just then, the matronly waitress a black dress arrived with a large dinner tray. Her 
gray hair was done up in a bun. Her lean face was hard and bitter, as if life had preached a 
few stem sermons to her. She served three of them large blue bowls of brown Chili, covered 
with white cheese. 



Lynda went on: “Ah been in this here restaurant lots before when we ‘rassled on this 
here circuit. This here Chili is made with stewin’ beef, not hamburger. Just like they did it in 
Mexico when they invented Chili.” 

She slurped up a spoonful. 

The waitress said to Angel: “I’ll be back with your order, sir.” 

Lynda swallowed, and added: “All them spices covers the rotten taste o’ the meat 
goin’ bad. Jus’ lak Lilly Limone’s perfume covers up the smell of Leo’s cigar.“ 

The waitress returned with Angel’s tray. A bottle of red wine towered rose from the 

plates. 

“Ah, thank you, kind lady. I had just finished the first bottle.” 

As he was being served, Angel popped the cork himself and poured himself a glass 
of dark red wine. Before him, a melange of charred chu nk s of meat, snow-white cheese, and 
red tomatoes still sizzled on a mesquite smelling wood board. 

He turned to the waitress and said: “Thank you, my beautiful lady. There is no grace 
as good as the fine cuisine and the taste of red wine to go with it.“ 

The waitress left, rolling her eyes cynically as she went. 

As he chewed some meat from the Chili, L’Esprit asked: “So, Cowboy, how did you 
become a pro wrestler?” 

Leapin’ Lynda answered before the Cowboy could: “Wall, mah Cowboy here’s a 
real handsome hu nk of man, so he’s a natural face. Don’t he just look like a good guy? Leo 
takes one look at him an’ he’s got a job.” 

Small talk and banter continued as they ate. 

When they rose to leave, Angel picked his cane up. He unscrewed the bottom and 
pulled the top off like drawing a sword from its scabbard. A foot long blade now protruded 
from his cane. He swung it leisurely through he air. 

“I am a swordsman in the finest European tradition. Even in my sleep, my blade is 
always at my side. No woman was as faithful as my trusty blade!” 

He screwed the scabbard back into the cane and stood back, proudly. He added: 
“Have any of you ever killed a man in a duel?” 

Silence answered him. 

“I thought not. It is the ultimate display of one man’s mastery over another, to take 
the sacred spark of life from him, and trample it beneath your boot.” 

Angel laughed and started forward, a bit unsteady on his feet. He went over to 

Lynda. 

“Please stand up.” 

He held her hand gently, as if to kiss it. He helped her to her feet. She smiled, shyly. 
Cowboy Bob got up as well: “Hey, watch it, mister.” 

Angel turned to him: “What business is this of yours?” 

“She’s mah tag team partner, that’s what.” 

L’Esprit stood as well. “Take it easy, Cowboy. That’s my manager you’re shoving 
around.” 

It was Angel who cooled things down. He smiled and bowed slightly as he took a 
step backwards. 

“Easy, my friends. Perhaps we should all calm down a bit. We have a big show to 
put on tomorrow.” 

With that, he took his bottle, still half full, and left the room. 

Soon the others also retired. The promoter would pay the tab. 



That night the cowboy turned restlessly in his sleep, to rise as a shadowy 
sleepwalker. Paladin Lamb now tried out this new body, as if he were test-driving a new car. 
He would have to get used to it, for his companions were dangerous men. If there were 
violence, he would have to take over the Cowboy’s body. Their only chance against such 
opponents lay in Paladin’s knowledge of “Wu Shu”, the Eastern way. 

In the darkness, movement. Slowly, as slowly as seasons passing, Paladin Lamb 
began the dance of Tai Chi. His energy flowed to his anns, and his mind focused totally on 
the movements until there was nothing else in the universe except that ageless martial 
dance. Finally, the silent ghost - like figure thrust an imaginary light saber from his right 
hand and swirled like a whirling dervish through the fonns of Yang style sword. Lunges and 
parries mixed with overhand stabs, as if re-enacting a battle fought four thousand years ago 
in China. A whole universe of sword forms flew thought the air until at last he was 
comfortable controlling his new body. 

Deep down inside, he hoped that somehow, he and Angel would “try it on” and see 
what does happen when east does meet west, with sword in hand. 

Then the strange figure lay down, and Cowboy Bob was once again tossing fitfully 
in his bed. 



Chapter Four: “Play Ball” 


The day of the big baseball game had dawned and the sun had peaked at noon. The 
baseball players had gathered, listless in the summer heat. 

Once again, Paladin Lamb, the silent ghost rider, took in the scene. Soon, the ball 
game and the wrestling matches that were to follow would be over. They would have three 
days off before moving on to the next “gig”. They were now so close to White Plains 
Testing Ground, some sort of move on the part of the Japanese - Hispanic spy team must be 
in the works. 

After the day was done, Paladin’s time would begin. Then he would have to watch 
Angel and his man very closely. It was then that they would make their move. 

The scorching sun was beginning to turn the ball park into a furnace. A warm breeze 
told them that it was a lot hotter elsewhere. The shade in the dug - outs was a welcome 
relief, but the air in them was so still. Even the water bottles were warm. 

The Paradiso Rattlesnakes were there, in smoke gray unifonns with fiery red trim, 
hats and socks. They looked a bit embarrassed by all the hype and kept pretty much to 
themselves. 

The wrestlers wore their own clothes, mostly blue jeans and white T - shirts. Even 
Leapin’ Lynda was dressed like that. She wasn’t barefoot, though. She wore white running 
shoes, but she couldn’t quite bring herself to wear socks. 

Of course, Angel and L’Esprit had to be different. The big black man wore a loose 
Caftan, with orange and purple patterns. His long pants were white, as were his running 
shoes. He wore a purple Fez. Angel had black pants, a white shirt, green vest, and, of 
course, his big yellow sombrero. He carried a bright red cape, and, of course, his ever 
present walking stick. By now, every one knew it was really a weapon. 

Lilly Limone showed up fashionably late, as usual. Her tight pants, ta nk top, and 
runners were all as black as her hair and her sunglasses. Only her socks were white. The sun 
made them look even whiter. 

Happy Farmer Humphrey was seated, sweat rolling from him as he drank water by 
the gallon. He wore his ever present red checker clothes. Ill fitting umpire pads hung from 
him like a placard. 

The audience was filing in. Despite the heat, few could resist seeing their two 
favorite sports, baseball and professional wrestling. The whole town was talking about it, 
and people had come in from many miles around. 

In spite of the heat, Lynda Liberty was at the plate, relaxed and loose and hitting 
long balls over the fence. She had enlisted a youth from the audience to pitch for her. A 
gaggle of children stood around their heroine, adoring her clean cut, good girl glow. 

“Just look at that, will you?” snarled Lilly. “Who does she think she is, the Tooth 

Fairy?” 

Leo strolled leisurely around the ball park, looking important and puffing on a big 
cigar. He looked quite pleased with himself. 

Finally, he told his wrestlers: “Let’s go. The place is nearly full.” It was only fifteen 
minutes after the time announced on the billboards. 

Leapin’ Lynda went back to her dugout. Her crowd of kids happily dispersed, many 
of them with autographs. Cheerfully, she waved good bye to them. 

The three top heels, Angel, L’Esprit, and Lilly Limone, gathered up their gym bags 
and huddled in front of the wrestlers’ dugout. Then they hiked over to the Rattlesnakes’ 
dugout. On the way, they looked back at the other wrestlers. Lilly clenched her fist and 
growled: “I’m gonna get you, Lynda Liberty!” 



The trio went on and entered the Rattlesnakes’ dugout. 

The audience was now captivated by the dramatic scene unfolding in front of them. 
The PA system came on with a crackle of static to announce: “Ladies and Gentlemen, we 
have a special pre- game announcement. Three of the ‘rasslers have been cast out by their 
own teammates. The three of them will now play for the other side. Now playin’ fer the 
Paradiso Rattlesnakes, Angel de Valero! “ 

There was a chorus of boos. 

“L’Esprit Negre.” 

More boos. 

“And Exotic Lilly Limone.” 

There was a crescendo of boos. 

Lilly Limone raised her hands and did her most arrogant strut, throwing in a sort of 
bump and grind for good measure. The fans loved it. They booed even louder. 

After the National Anthem, the game began as Happy Humphreys’ voice boomed 
out: “Play Ball!” 

The innings passed and the baseball players did their thing. The score slowly 
mounted. One - nothing. Three - nothing. Then, Seven -nothing. Every time Leapin’ Lynda 
came to the plate, the other team walked her. They were playing it safe. 

The wrestlers did score one run. One time, after Lynda walked, she stole second, and 
then third. Cowboy Bob sent her home with a sacrifice fly. 

After three innings, the score stood at eight to one. Leo sent Lynda in to pitch and 
she struck two batters out. L’Esprit came to the plate. She gave him her best angelic smile, 
and promptly beaned him with a fast ball to the head. He fell on his fanny with a “splat” and 
just sat there holding his head. 

Leapin’ Lnyda stood there laughing at him. The fans were all laughing, too. 

Gleefully, she yelled: “That’s fer the piledriver yo gave me the other day! What goes 
around, comes around.” 

L’Esprit got up and charged at the mound. Cowboy Bob took him down with a 
bulldog headlock. Lilly charged after Lynda, hitting her with a purse. The benches emptied. 

Happy Humphrey waddled out and stood looking down at a field of writhing, 
fighting bodies. He took out a handkerchief and wiped his brow. 

On cue, the police came in and broke it up. Happy Humphrey, still acting as the 
umpire, called the game “on account of too much fightin’.” He added: “That’s sort of like a 
rain game, only lots more fun! There oughta be more fightin’ games, so the ball players can 
really earn their money. Then they could be just like pro wrestlers. Heck, half the ball 
players already got the beer bellies! I just love a sport where fat people can do good.” And 
he laughed as he waddled off the field. 

Things settled down and everybody got ready for the wrestling card. 

L’Esprit passed Lynda on the way to the dressing rooms. Cowboy Bob was nearby, 
leaning against the wall. The big black man was still rubbing his head. 

He said to Lynda in a coarse whisper: “You were only supposed to brush my arm 
with that baseball.” 

She smiled sweetly: “Yo know us dumb gals. We just don’t know how to throw no 
baseballs!” She winked at him. Then she turned smartly, and wiggled away like a catfish in 
a muddy creek. 

L’Esprit looked at the nearby wrestling poster and saw the stars on Lynda’s bathing 
suit. Those were not the only stars he was seeing. 

The first match involved Happy Farmer Humphrey. The fans cheered wildly as he 
waddled into the ring, taking his hat off and waving it at them. In the heat, his sweat was 



“larding the good earth” as he went along. Once in the ring, he leaned against the ropes to 
rest a bit. They sagged under his great bulk. 

The referee called them into the center of the ring as the PA system proclaimed that 
this would be a handicap match. The Happy Farmer would fight two men. At eight hundred 
pounds, he out - weighed both of them combined. Their small size made him look even 
bigger. These no name opponents were not regular wrestlers. They were a couple of the 
roustabouts who had helped set up and who needed some extra money. The both wore 
orange masks with Swastikas over their foreheads, and long black tights. They were billed 
as “The Nuremburg Skulls,” hailing from Hamburg Germany. 

The bell rang and the match began. The two men tried running at his stomach, only 
to bounce off and fall to the mat themselves. Then they both rushed at him at the same time. 
He banged their heads together. They wobbled around the ring like a couple of drunks after 
closing time. Then they ran at him again, and both bounced off his big belly and fell to the 
mat. One fell on top of the other. The happy Fanner Humphrey then sat on both groaning 
men for the pin. 

The cheering crowd was convulsed with laughter as he stayed on them for a five 
count. So was Leapin’ Lynda Liberty, watching the Happy Farmer from the wings, as she 
always did. 

Later, it was Cowboy Bob’s turn. He was in the fourth match. In this case, the fans 
weren’t sure who to cheer for. His opponent, Chief Wounded Knee, was also a good guy. As 
he entered the ring, the Cowboy wore his white hat and white cowboy boots and swirled a 
lasso above his head. Chief wounded Knee wore buckskin flanges moccasins and a full war 
bonnet of eagle feathers. He carried a large tomahawk that was also a peace pipe, and did a 
little war dance before the match began. 

The “chief’ was really an Italian guy from the Bronx named “Frank”. But he was a 
nice guy with a friendly grin and a good sense of humor. 

The bout began with the two men running around the ring, feinting, looking for an 
opening. The they exchanged a series of arm drags and whips. Cowboy Bob got the chief 
down in a hammer lock and held it for a few minutes while they both caught their breath. 

The Cowboy looked up and saw L’Esprit Negre and his manager at ringside. 

L’Esprit was challenging him. . .He climbed up onto the ring itself, and shook hid fist. 

The Cowboy let go of the hold. He stood up and pointed at L’Esprit, threatening 
him. The crowd’s interest picked up. This match was not going to be as clean - and dull - as 
they had expected. Maybe there would even be match, better than the one that was 
scheduled. Who liked that clean stuff anyway. What they really wanted was good honest 
mayhem. And they all knew that that only happens when somebody breaks the rules. 

In no time at all, the Cowboy was outside the ring, slugging it out with L’Esprit. 
Angel, the manager, hit the good guy from behind with his cane, knocking him down. Then 
the two bad guys ran away, laughing. Inside the ring, the hand of Chief Wounded Knee was 
raised in victory. The Cowboy had been counted out. 

The Cowboy got to a microphone at ringside, and challenged L’Esprit to a match the 
next time they were in town, three weeks down the road. Angel returned to the ring to accept 
the challenge. 

The ring cleared. 

It was now time for the Main Event. The Cowboy watched from the dugout. He just 
could not miss a Leapin’ Lynda Liberty ‘rasslin; match. 

They had been tag team partners for quite awhile now, but lately he’d got this strange 
feeling, as if, all his life, he’d been longing to see Lynda wrestle. But that was silly, since 
he’d seen her lots already. 



Still, waiting for the match, he felt like a little boy on Christmas morning. Boy, he 
was really getting some strange feelings lately. 

What was really going on deep inside the Cowboy was that Paladin Lamb was eager 
to see the dream girl of his childhood wrestle. 

In the ring, Leapin’ Lynda Liberty just shone like an angel. She wore long white ring 
robes with gold trim. Her feet were adorned with golden slippers. Lilly Limone wore black 
ring robes with silver trim. She was barefoot as she entered the ring. 

The two women glared at each other as the referee spoke to them in the middle of the 
ring. They opened their robes so the referee could see that they were not carrying any 
weapons. Dramatically, they showed off their ring outfits, as if they were flashing the 
audience. 

Lilly’s bathing suit was spectacular. Black and purple and lime green swirls 
suggested an exotic oriental garden on a summer’s night. She took pride in making her own 
ring outfits, and boasted that she never wore the same get - up twice in the same arena. 
Sometimes, she sold her old bathing suits to the other girl wrestlers. Lynda had even bought 
a couple of them. She was wearing one this day. 

Lynda’s shiny outfit was at the beach blue. It contrasted sharply with her pale white 
skin and her blonde hair. Standing in the bright sunlight, she reminded one of the sand and 
the water on a sunlit summer beach. 

Someone handed Cowboy Bob a cool water bottle. Now, after his match, he really 
began to notice that it was hot as hell out there. 

The two girls went back to their corners. Lilly threw off her gown and charged as 
Lynda was bent over, removing her slippers. Rushing across the ring, Lilly attacked her 
opponent before the bell rang to start the match, sort of like Pearl Harbor. She pulled the 
white ring robes over Lynda’s head so as to blind her, then began to pummel her wildly. 
Finally, Lynda Liberty broke free, the bell rang, and the match officially began. 

By now, the fans were booing wildly. Even in hell, Lilly Limone could draw heat. 

The two girls circled each other, moving fast, looking for an opening. As the did so, 
they looked like two Praying Mantis sparring with each other - or were they doing some 
strange mating dance? 

As usual, the match as loosely scripted with an ending worked out by the promoter. 
Along the way, the performers had to ad lib a lot. It was easy once you got the hang of it. 

But these two always liked to throw in a few extra moves. 

Suddenly, Lynda fired a roundhouse kick and slapped Lilly’s face with her bare foot. 
You could hear the “splat” as foot hit face. The fans cheered as Leapin’ Lynda cart-wheeled 
away across the ring. 

Lilly, infuriated, rushed at her. Leapin’ Lynda leapt into the air, trying to leap-frog 
her opponent. She was caught in mid air with a punch to the stomach. She did a belly flop in 
the middle of the ring. Lilly sat on her chest with her face between her thighs and began to 
pull that blonde hair. Lynda writhed and pounded the ring with her bare feet. She screamed 
with pain. The referee made Lilly get off her opponent and, pointing a finger at her, scolded 
her for breaking the rules. 

Lynda crawled across the ring, holding her belly. Lilly charged at her, flipped her 
over. Then the dark tornado used her feet to trap the blonde on the bottom rung of the ring 
ropes. She began to use her bare feet to give her fallen foe a facial massage, really rubbing it 
in. Lynda screamed at her. The referee pulled her off, but in no time, she was right back in 
the blonde’s face again, feet first. As if in protest, Leapin’ Lynda’s own feet pounded out an 
exotic drum beat on the mat. It looked like she was really getting a good face rub. 

Finally, the referee pulled Lilly off. 



After more flying action, the match ended as Lynda missed a drop kick, and fell to 
the mat. While she was stunned, Lilly got her in a Boston Crab, catching her legs under her 
anns and bending her back like a pretzel. If you really put the pressure on, you could drive 
your opponent’s face into the mat. Lynda just hated having her pretty face dragged across 
that dirty ring, but Lilly’s husband was the promoter, and she needed the work. So she had a 
good scream, which is better than a good cry any day. 

Finally, she managed to get hold of the ring ropes, and the referee broke the hold. 

Lilly pounced on her opponent, and got her in a hammerlock that had her screaming 
once again. Again, she crawled to the ropes and got the referee to break the hold. 

As Leapin’ Lynda stood, still looking stunned, Lilly caught her with a drop kick of 
her own, and sat on her chest for the pin. 

As the beautiful blonde passed Cowboy Bob on the way out of the ring, he heard 
her mutter: “Ugh. The things you gotta put up with to be Leapin’ Lynda Liberty!” 

In the ring, Lilly was still strutting, doing a victorious bump and grind. The crowd 
were booing loudly. 



Chapter Five: “After the Ball game” 


He was sore and stiff and sweaty. Last night it had been hard work taking the ring 
apart and loading the trucks. Perhaps because of the heat, most of the local hired help had 
not shown up, so there was all the more work for the male wrestlers to do. Again, Angel had 
managed to disappear. 

Inside the Cowboy, Paladin Lamb took stock. He figured that L’Esprit was more 
dangerous since he had come back from the future armed with nuclear knowledge - and 
deadly martial arts skills as well. Still, he had a hunch that Angel was up to no good, and he 
was a superspy in his own right, not to be underestimated. That hunch would just not go 
away. If only he had a partner on this mission, they could watch both men. Not being able to 
do so had made the evening even more stressful. So in the morning, he was as tired as old 
wood. 

He smiled as he remembered the scene in the dressing room. It did give him a bit of 
a lift. On the other side of a partition was Leapin’ Lynda’s shower. After the matches, he 
could hear her singing in the shower, on the top of her lungs. It was an obscene song about 
the Lady and the Donkey. She had told the Cowboy that she learned it from some friends 
who had been to a convention of the Democratic Party. It was supposed to be about a 
naughty president. She said they must have really been thinking about Lilly and Leo when 
they wrote it. So she added her own verse about them. 

Paladin Lamb drifted back into the recesses of the Cowboy’s mind. He would 
control his host by using hunches and intuition. That way, he could use the Cowboy’s 
knowledge of these times. 

If the Cowboy slipped up, it would be a minute or so before Paladin could take over 
totally. When that happened, the Cowboy would simply black out. He would have no 
memory of what then took place. 

The cowboy came to, standing in front of the shaving mirror, bare chested and 
barefoot in his blue jeans. He looked at his beard and said: “Boy, that looks rough enough to 
ride with the Dalton gang.” 

He lathered up using a brush, and enjoyed the nice warm feeling of shaving cream 
on his face. 

“Sometimes a good shave can be like God’s way of saying ‘Good morning’” He said 
to himself, then added: “Good morning, God.” 

As his razor cleaned the dark grist off his face, he thought of the next few days. He 
said to the mirror: “Something tells me Ah had best watch them two fellahs with Lynda. Ah 
got a hunch they might try something funny. It seems to me they’re up to no good. Maybe 
they’re spies or something. Ah better watch ‘em.” 

As he finished scraping his face clean, he thought how his baby smooth cheeks did 
look a lot better. It was like Leapin’ Lynda always reminded him, a guy looks sort of 
respectable when he’s had a shave. She had a sayin’ fer everything. 

Cowboy Bob hitched up his tight blue jeans as he looked in the mirror. He looked 
himself sternly in the eye. He flexed the well cut pectoral muscles on his bare chest. 

“Yup. Leapin’ Lynda, if you wants male muscles, Ah got lots of ‘em fer ya.” 

He smiled modestly, and turned to face the day. He pulled on his day old socks - just 
a little yellowish in color - and went over to see what the weather was going to be like. 
Outside the window, the rising sun painted the sky a Martian pink. Now, why did he think 
the skies of Mars were pink? Yet somehow he had a picture of the Martian sky in his mind, 
almost as if he’d seen a photograph. He shrugged. Sometimes he got real funny thoughts. 

He glanced out the window. Such a nice view of an alley and some garbage cans. A 



stray tomcat was prowling peacefully. Wait - what was that? There was an old yellow car 
parked at the front of the alley. Two big men were heading towards it. They had a third 
person in between them. Looked like L’Esprit and Angel, and Lynda? It looked like her 
white shirt and blue jeans and running shoes. They held her close in between them. She was 
staggering as if she was drunk. But that can’t be, because she didn’t drink. Sister Aimee 
didn’t approve of drinking. So Lynda couldn’t have been drinking. But her knees were 
wobbly. They seemed to be holding her up. Maybe she was drugged. That must be it. They 
had her drugged. 

The slender Spaniard opened the trunk of the car. 

“Hey”, thought the Cowboy - “Her hands are tied like a roped steer.” 

Then it dawned on him. They were kidnapping his girl! 

The massive L”Esprit picked her up and tossed her into the trunk like she was a gym 
bag. Then they slammed the trunk down, got in the car, and drove away down the street. 

Cowboy Bob sprang into action. Furiously, frantically, he threw on his Cowboy boots 
and grabbed a clean cowboy shirt headed for the door. He stopped for a second and returned 
for his white Cowboy hat. Then he remembered to grab the gun he had under his pillow. At 
last, he bolted out of the door. 

He raced to Leo’s big black Dodge. Leo had let him drive it because he didn’t drink, 
and so he could drive Leo around when he did. 

The Cowboy revved up the motor, and took off. There was only one way out of town, 
and he had a hunch that they had taken it, So, soon the Black Dodge roared out of town. In 
the distance, there was dust on the highway. It just had to be them. 

He heard a crackling sound. It was the new fangled two way radio that Leo had in the 
car. He fiddled with the dial. Leo had shown him how to use it once. 

“Leo? Leo, is that you?” 

The Cowboy recognized the voice of Happy Fanner Humphrey. 

“Leo, what’s going on here? It looks like someone is kidnapping Leapin’ Lynda.” 

“This is Cowboy Bob Holiday. I’m driving Leo’s car.” 

“This is Happy Fanner Humphrey. I’m following you. I just saw them kidnap Feapin’ 
Lynda. They’re heading out on the old county line road. I saw them leave.” 

“I can use all the help I can get.” 

“We’ll play tag team using the radio. Hey, this is like a dream come true. I always 
wanted to be your tag team partner, Cowboy. Now I am going to be your partner in real life. 
Now I am really happy. Let’s go get ‘em, pahdnah! YA - HOOO! YA - HOOO! Over for 
now.” 

“Over for now.” 

As they sped along, Paladin Lamb silently observed the vehicle they were in. With its 
big size and its small windows, the car seemed like an old Iron clad battleship. He watched 
as the Cowboy expertly whipped the gear shift around and tapped at the clutch with his foot. 
He felt that it was just as well that he left the Cowboy in charge most of the time. Paladin 
Lamb, the man from the future, had never driven a stick shift before. In this car, he felt like 
he was in a living museum. 

To either side of the road, the yellow desert was as flat as a table top. In the gathering 
light one could see red white and yellow Mesa rock. It rose from the desert like crazy 
crockery painted by a surrealistic artist. It all went by in a blur. Ahead there was some hilly 
country. 

Now the yellow car ahead came into sight. The Black Dodge was gaining fast. In his 
rear mirror, the Cowboy could see dust on the road behind him. That must be Happy Fanner 
Humphrey in his special van. 



Then the yellow car disappeared over a hill. On reaching the top of the hill, the 
Cowboy saw nothing in front of him except a big bit of Mesa rock to the side of the road. He 
sped on by it, barely noticing that there was a road leading off behind it. By the time that 
registered, he had reached the top of another hill. His car stopped to the tune of screeching 
brakes. 

The radio crackled. It was the Happy Farmer. 

“Bob, they turned off to the side. You’ve shot past them. Double back and follow me, 
I’m still behind them.” 

“Gotcha, buddy.” 

“Hey, there’s something up there in the sky.” 

Bob looked up and saw something that looked mighty strange. 

Paladin saw it, too. It was a dark green airplane, marked with the black Iron Cross of 
Gennany and the Swastika. It had the body and gull wings of a Gennan Stuka Dive Bomber. 
But unlike the propeller driven dive bomber of early World War II, this airplane was 
powered by what looked like two jet engines mounted in the crooks of the wings. 
Underneath, where an Ordinary Stuka carried a black bomb under the fuselage, this airplane 
had what looked like a long silver rocket. It’s jarring jagged lines and odd angles reminded 
one of a Stealth aircraft from a later era. Only jet planes were only coming in at this time. 
That must be an experimental one at that. 

What was an experimental German jet doing in the desert of New Mexico? 

The plane flew by him, as if it did not see him. After all, he was not moving. He saw 
flames burst from behind the Stuka jet’s engines, almost like cutting in an after-burner. 

He watched in horror as it made a run at the distant van. He heard Humphrey’s voice 
over the radio: “ He’s a cornin’ for me. Good luck Cowboy. Looks like a dying wish is all 
the help that I can give you now.” 

He saw a trail of smoke in front of the Dive Bomber. The rocket had fired. He saw the 
sun glint from a silver speck as the rocket closed in on the distant van. 

Over the radio, the Cowboy heard the famous death song siren of the Stuka, a special 
whistle built for terror. 

In the distance, he saw a peaceful puff of gray smoke. At the same time, there was a 
loud explosion and the radio went dead. And there was a total silence, like empty space. 

The Cowboy whispered under his breath: “Well, Fann, I guess you bought the Fann. 
You seemed like such a nice guy. Too bad I never got to know you.” 

Now, he realized that was now alone in his rescue mission. 

The airplane flew off and disappeared into the distance, with two long white jet 
streams trailing behind it like a dragon’s tail. 

He drove back towards the turn off, hoping he would get on the trail again. Ahead he 
saw two buzzards circling overhead. 

“Them critters don’t waste any time.” He thought. 

Then he saw another creature in the sky. He marveled as he sped along the road. It 
looked like a big black leather skinned bird with a huge triangular head and long triangular 
wings. It had a long tail with a triangular arrowhead at the end of it. Cowboy Bob 
recognized it from a picture he had seen in one of his men’s magazines. It was a prehistoric 
Pteradactlyle. 

The living fossil swiftly scooped one of the buzzards from the air and flew off. The 
other buzzard fled in terror. At least what was left of Happy Fanner Humphrey could rest in 
peace. 

Now the Cowboy turned onto the other road and sped along it. Again, there were no 
other roads around, so he had a pretty good idea where they were going. Once again, the 



terrain was flat as a landing field. 

In silence, as they sped along, Paladin Lamb tried to analyze what had just happened. 
He had seen two monstrous things, seemingly out of time and place, both very odd ‘birds’ of 
prey. It was as if there were some sort of time warp nearby. And if history happened as if 
was supposed to, one of those monsters should never have existed. The Germans did have a 
variety of rockets, but the jet powered Stuka Dive Bomber simply did not exist in ordinary 
history. Yet here it was flying over America. . . 

“No dust ahead. The other car must have stopped. But they couldn’t hide in the flat 
desert here. There. . .over there, off to the side. Looks like old abandoned Pueblo buildings. 
That’s where they must be hiding.” 

He drove across the flat desert towards that long abandoned settlement. In the 
distance in front of him, ancient buildings made of mud rose from the flat desert as if by 
magic. 

“There. A spark. Sun shining from metal up ahead. That must be them. They must be 
hiding somewhere in that abandoned village. But where? Where?” 

He drove to the side of the village furthest from the glint. He got out of the car. He 
loosed the safety catch on his gun, and carried it at his side. 

Now the Cowboy walked slowly along narrow streets, amidst the tall square 
buildings. He could almost hear the theme from the movie “High Noon” go through his 
brain: “Do not forsake me, Oh my Darling. . .” 

In this silent world, his cowboy boots seemed to click on the hard ground like rifle 

shots. 

“I go to face a man who hates me. . .” 

He looked ahead, along a deserted street. 

He saw some tumbleweed blowing in the hot desert wind. The sun seemed to light 
some of the old buildings with a white fire. 

Slowly, cautiously, he walked forward. 

Suddenly, everything went black. 



Chapter Six: “Flight into Fantasia” 


“Ohhh.” 

It felt like little fire crackers were going on inside his head as he woke up. He 
blinked at the flickering light. Slowly, his eyes began to take in the bizarre scene before 
him. 

He could hear Angel’s nasal twang coming from across the room: 

“I thought that dive bomber I called in had got him. Now it looks like we’ve got two 
guests for our friends in the Mexican castle. It should be quite a show.” 

He heard L’Esprit laugh. “You missed your calling my friend. You should have been 
a wrestling promoter.” 

His eyes began to focus, and he made out the shadowy forms of Angel and his man 
seated at a heavy wood table at the other end of the room. He felt something warm on his 
ann, and he looked beside him. Leapin’ Lynda lay next to him. Her hands and feet tied as if 
she were a steer all trussed up and waiting to be branded. She was still out cold. 

He lay still, taking in the scene about him while pretending that he was still out, too. 

In the dim and flickering light, the two man looked like demons pictured in some 
comic book. If only they were in comics, then you could be sure that the good guys would 
win and there wouldn’t be any messy feelings to deal with either. 

Behind the two were prehistoric drawings etched into the walls by the long dead 
builders of this village. He could make out men hunting with spears. A great stag rose up 
before them, its antlers like a crown. The wall told a story long forgotten by the world. 

There was a large white sun painted in the middle of the floor. He heard Angel 
explain it to his “friend”. 

“The Pueblo that built this village put their temples in their basements. Their legends 
say that they come from within the earth. They even claimed that there was another sun 
inside the world. It seems almost as if they had learned the German Hollow Earth Theory 
centuries before the Nazis did. They even used the Swastika as a sign. I am gong to send a 
report on this to the SS. They will be very interested. There’s more to Mexico than magic 
mushrooms.” 

“How did you find out about it?” 

“From an Indian girl that I seduced. I have sown my seed widely in these lands.” 

“So it seems.” The black man laughed mirthlessly. “Now what about our GREATER 
BUSINESS?” 

“Our guests are due here any minute now. This will be our final delivery for them. 
They will be eager to be leaving for the West Coast.” 

“How will we know them?” 

“They will come dressed in the clothes of Fishermen. There are many fishermen of 
Japanese descent working on the West Coast of Mexico, so Japanese fishermen will pass 
unnoticed. But these are no mere sailors. They are scientists sent from a large company 
located near Nagasaki. They came ashore at night from a Japanese submarine. 

“We will give them much more than they bargained for.” Said L’Esprit. 

“Yes. That package you brought from Chicago is most interesting.” 

Like a shark, L’Esprit showed the whites of his teeth as he spoke: 

“The refugee scientists of America are world famous. Even in Japan they know the 
name of Enrico Fermi. When they read I my report how Fenni has achieved nuclear fission, 
they will understand the significance of that.” 

“And your report tells how that was done?” 

“Exactly.” 



“But you want to remain anonymous?” 

“I am part Japanese, but I do not look it. So it is best to avoid misunderstanding. But 
you can trust me because of my Moorish blood. Like Othello, many Moors have helped 
Spain down through the centuries. We, too, are part of Hispanic culture.” 

“Is this new bomb really all that powerful?” 

“It is like a little sun rising from the Earth to light the sky.” 

“I think we had better see to it that the Japanese do get that weapon before the 
Americans do.” 

“Stick with me, Angel, and you will.” 

There was a noise outside like a low horn blown from a distance. 

Angel rose from his seat and said: “The sound. They come. Let’s go and meet them.” 
For the first time, cowboy Bob noticed a single pale ladder leading to a hole in the 
ceiling. It looked as if that was the only exit. The two spies went up the ladder, disappeared 
into the hole in the ceiling, and pulled the ladder up behind them. 

The Cowboy and his Contessa were left alone in the dim and flickering light. Beside 
him he could feel Lynda begin to stir. He turned to look at her. Her eyes opened. She 
blinked a couple of times. 

“Where am Ah now? Am Ah dead an’ gone to hell? Bob, what are yo doin’ here? 
The last thing Ah remembers, Ah was with Angel an’ he gave me some Tea to drink.” 

“He must have drugged you.” 

“What are yo doin’ here?” 

“I saw them kidnap you - Angel and L’Esprit. They put you in the trunk of their car. I 
followed in Leo’s car to try to rescue you. They musta bushwhacked me and kn ocked me 
out. I woke up here, lying beside you.” 

“They’s real mean hombres, Bob. Ah thi nk they’s some kinda spies.” 

“Yeah. Looks like it. They got some sort of science stuff to give to the Japs. Some 
kinda weapon that’s sort of like the sun. I don’t understand it, but there’s a little voice inside 
me that keeps tellin’ me it’s real important.” 

“We gotta try to get away, Cowboy. Think up somethin’.” 

There was another noise. Invisible hands lowered the ladder from the darkness up 

above. 

L’Esprit came down first, followed by Angel and two slim, drab, shadowy figures, 
dressed like plain, brown peasants. Even in the dim light, they looked too pale to be 
Mexicans. Cowboy Bob knew at once that these must be the Japanese Fishermen. 

The two shadows bowed to the others. There was conversation in some strange 
language. L’Esprit handed them a package in a brown envelope. 

Inside the Cowboy, Paladin Lamb couldn’t help but thi nk that that package could be 
the rough draft of a Science Fiction Novel. But this was more likely the real beginnings of a 
real plan for a real weapon, one to be carried by giant balloons riding on great winds high in 
the sky. If the Japanese got it in time, it could change the course of history. 

One of the Orientals handed an envelope to Angel, and said: 

“ We are very pleased with your work for us. Because of your white skin, you can go 
where we cannot. There is a bonus there to show that we are grateful. I am told to promise 
you that there will be another, much greater reward for you when we rule California. Our 
employer will come himself to tell you about it. And to sample some of your exotic 
Mexican delights.” 

The figures bowed again. Everyone shook hands. Then the two strangers climbed up 
the ladder and vanished into the black hole in the ceiling. 

There was a brief silence. Then Angel said: 



“The plane will arrive soon at the secret landing sight. We better take our ‘baggage’ 
and go. Soon I will show you a real sporting event. That girl will be perfect for the little 
contest.” 

Angel went over to a sack that lay forgotten in a comer. He got out a bottle of wine 
and two glasses. He gave one to his black friend and took one for himself. He fled them 
both. Then he offered a toast. 

“To the House of the Rising Sun.” 

They drank. 

Then they drugged their prisoners once again, injecting something into them. For 
awhile everything was black again. Then voices came out of the darkness. 

“Is it not written in your Japanese Holy Books that the best mind is an empty mind?” 
DeValera sat back and smiled, forming a steeple with his fingers in front of him to show 
confidence. 

The portly Japanese businessman who sat opposite him playfully joined in the 
banter: “We had better not lose this war, my friend. If we do, you are too thin to do a good 
job of committing Hari Kari. We’ll have to help you.” 

The Cowboy opened his eyes to see that he was in the silver gray interior of an 
airplane. The two men were sitting at a table in what looked to be a passenger plane, with a 
small table in between them. L’Esprit sat in a chair at the other side of the plane, just across 
the narrow aisle from them. Light filtered in from rows of port holes on either side of the 
fuselage. The drone of engines and the gentle rocking of the plane indicated that they were 
now in flight. 

Bob and Lynda were at the back of the plane. His hands were tied. He was in a chair. 
Lynda was still hog tied, lying on the floor. Last thing he remembered, someone had been 
sticking a needle into his arm. 

The Japanese gentleman continued: “I understand that your three engined airplane 
here is really quite interesting. Tell me about it.” 

“It was a gift from our Italian friends. They used to be quite the Aviators, with great 
dirigibles like the Norge exploring the North Pole. In Ethiopia, they developed special 
bombs for chemical warfare. Again, they were bold pioneers, dropping tiny experiments on 
the hostile natives. 

And also, in the days before the war, the Savoia Marchetti here set long distance 
records. Now, in this war, it is only a slow Torpedo Bomber. Such is the pace of progress. 
Yesterday’s triumph becomes today’s anachronism.” 

L’Esprit leaned over to the others, with bitter laughter in his voice: “Don’t give up on 
chemical warfare just yet. There may be better things yet to come.” 

Angel went on: 

“Still, these aircraft are used as passenger planes in Latin America. In that role, they 
do serve us well. And flying in one, we can go about without arousing suspicion. This plane 
is rented by the Spanish Embassy. It is one of the benefits of Spain’s neutrality.” 

Cowboy Bob groaned. He was slowly beginning to wake up again. 

Hearing him, Angel stood and stepped back into the bowels of the aircraft. He looked 
down at his prisoner and spoke over the drone of the engines: “My, my. . .aren’t we sleepy?” 
“Ugh. Uh - how long have I been out of it?” 

“You and your lady friend here have been asleep for two days. You should be careful 
what drugs you take. 

“Yeah. Uh - tha nk s for the medical advice.” 

“Oh, thi nk nothing of it. I’d like you to meet Mr. Fujiyama Mitsubishi.” 

The heavyset Japanese joined Angel. He was grinning broadly, like a grotesque Zen 



Art Buddha in a black ten gallon hat. That hat seemed to be as much a part of his self - 
image as Bob Holiday’s white hat was part of his. 

“Mr. Mitsubishi is a South American businessman. He is going to take a little holiday 
with us.” 

“Are you really a cowboy, Mr. Holiday?” 

“Yep.” 

He might as well go along with it. He was used to doing the cowboy act by now. 

“You American cowboys interest me very much, Mr.Holliday. We will have to talk. 
I’d like to learn what it is like to be a real cowboy, riding on the range, cooking coffee over 
campfires, all that sort of thing. Maybe I can even get my picture taken with you so that I 
can show my children back at home.” 

“Yes, uh, later. I’m sure that can be arranged.” Angel smiled awkwardly. 

It penetrated the haze of Cowboy Bob’s mind that this businessman must be very 
important. The usually arrogant Angel De Valera was showing great deference to him. 

The businessman returned to his seat, saying: “See if you can arrange for him to sit 
near me at dinner, if you please.” 

“It will be done.” Angel said, with an amused glint in his eye. Then he turned to his 
prisoner: 

“So, Cowboy Bob, you will be useful for something after all. It seems that taking you 
alive was - what they say - a happy accident. Tonight you will entertain my guest, and tell 
tales of riding on the range. I’m sure you will be up to it.” 

“Where are we, Angel?” 

“We are in an airplane, where do you think we are?” 

“You don’t say.” 

“Flying over Southern Mexico. You and Miss Liberty here are now guests of the 
Spanish consulate in Mexico.” 

“Ohh, someone talkin’ ‘bout me?” Lynda Liberty began to stir. 

Angel leaned over her and said wit a sneer: “ you were talking in your sleep, sweetie. 
So what does this little American girl dream about? Southern Mansions? Hollywood movie 
sets?” 

“Naw. Ah was jus’ layin’ a beating on thet rotten Lilly Limone. Ah finally got her in 
a shootin’ match, an’ Ah was rubbing mah feet all over her face. Then Ah woke up here, 
Ohhhh - and Ah was havin’; so much fun!” 

“Haha! Little Lady, you will soon meet the finest woman wrestler in all Mexico. 

This strapping woman of fire and ice and sparks will make you forget all about your Lilly 
Limone.” 

The plane began to ba nk slowly. Mr. Mitsubishi looked out the window and said: 
“Those whips of fog give the forest bed before us a magical air.” 

Angel smiled and spoke like a tourist guide: 

“This is the New Gennany, hidden here in the Mexican countryside. For more than a 
hundred years, Gennans have been moving here, largely unnoticed by the rest of the world. 

It was these brave settlers who sent us the magic mushrooms used by the Aryan mystics of 
the nineteenth century, the fore runners of the New Order. These immigrants have brought 
the myths of ancient Gennany to the forests of North America. Down through the 
generations, ancient rites were passed on in secret by Saxon peasants. Now they have 
brought the lore of ancient Vikings to modern Mexico. 

The old gods are waking up after a long sleep. Valkyries will soon fly through the air 
at sunset, and the Coming Supennan will walk the Earth.” 

Lynda spoke out: “Thet sound jus’ lak some o’ them strange comic books mah 



Cowboy reads.” 

“The new Aryan Faith of German is an offshoot of the old Wisdom Religion that 
flourished in the beginning of the race.” Said Angel. “Ancient rites from the dawn of time, 
when the Aryan sun first rose in the mountains north of India and civilization was born.” 
“Don’t sound lak no church - goin’ faith to me.” 

“Oh, but it is, my dear. Why, we even had one of your Protestant ministers perform 
an SS funeral last month. He lit the Funeral Pyre himself. In Gennany, your Christian 
ministers are adjusting very nicely to the New Order.” 

“Ah knows a proper Church when Ah sees it an’ when Ah hears it, an. . .” 

“What is that?” asked the ’’South American” businessman as he stared out of the 
window. 

“That is our destination, the Hidden Mountain Castle of Quetzalcoatl. It was named 
for a Viking explorer in ancient times. His adventures had been lost to history. But in the 
New Gennany, we learned of his story through ‘Psychic History’. Now we have built this 
monument to him.” 

“It looks just like a castle in Germany.” 

“It is modeled after the castle at Wewelsburg, the home of the new Order of 
Teutonic Knights, the secret throne of the SS state of Burgundy.” 

“It is so beautiful. It sits right on top of a mountain, among the clouds. But what is 
that dark area at the base of the mountain?” 

“That is the Servants’ Quarters. It is a private Concentration camp for Native 
Mexicans who make trouble. They can leam manners and serve us at the same time.” 

The man in the ten gallon hat clapped gleefully. “Wunderbar!” he said. 
“Every castle should have its own concentration camp!” 

Cowboy Bob sat up to get a look out of the windows as the plane banked once again, 
going in to land. He caught a glimpse of a gray runway with arrows and strange chicken 
scratches and other markings that looked like ancient Incan art work. He had the uncanny 
feeling that he had been there before. 



Chapter Seven: “Aryan Feast” 


The Great Banquet Hall at Castle Quetzalcoatl held a gigantic oak round table. It was 
meant to celebrate King Arthur’s Court in Ancient Britain. There was a throne at the head of the 
table. Above that throne stood a huge oil painting of Adolf Hitler. The Fuhrer was wearing silver 
annor and staring into the distance like a true visionary. Behind him a red and white battle flag 
bearing the black Swastika emblem blew in the stiff north German wind. The red flag stood out 
from the stormy greenish gray sky like fire on a winter’s day. Hitler’s stem blue eyes were as 
cold as Arctic Ice. 

Well staged lighting gave the painting a three dimensional effect. 

After everyone else had been seated at their tables, the ranking SS officer took his place 
on the throne. He wore full dress uniform, black with silver trim. Herr Doktor Von Sievers was, 
above all, a historian specializing in the history of the Aryan peoples. Here, while serving the 
Reich, he could also further his studies of the legendary Quetzalcoatal, the bearded white man 
that became a god to the Incas. He could also play god himself. Sievers’ lean and darkly bearded 
face reminded one of the character of Mephistopheles in Goethe’s Faustus. The effect was 
intentional. 

At his right hand sat his own version of the classic Aryan Goddess, Fraulien Tanya Von 
Rasputin, heiress to the Russian mystic who once held the Tsarist court in the palm of his 
hypnotic hand. Her skin was as white as the snows of her native Siberia. She had the erect 
posture and the regal bearing of an officer. She wore a silver dress with padded shoulders that 
increased the effect. Golden red hair rose from her head like a crown. Her violet eyes flashed 
like exotic, unworldly gem stones. 

On Von Sievers’ left, Angel and Mr. Mitsubishi sat, wearing the civilian clothes they had 
come in. The other SS officers, also in dress unifonn, were seated ‘round the table in order of 
rank. 

At the lowest ranking part of the table, opposite the commander, sat the three new guests. 
Staff had given them new clothes to wear for this formal occasion. 

L’Esprit looked uncomfortable in the blue shirt uniform of the Egyptian Fascists. He 
wore a Fez after the mode of Hitler’s Arab allies, and high black cavalry boots. 

Leapin’ Lynda seemed quite relaxed in a dark green dress with a matching hat, looking 
like a forest princess. They had even found some green suede boots for her. 

They had dressed Cowboy Bob in red and purple, like a court jester. He wore a pointed 
hat on his head and a frown on his face. Pointed and curved slippers completed the clownish 
image. 

“The Court Jester’s image was my idea.” Said L’Esprit. “In America, I have to be the 
clown. Now it’s your turn, hahaha.” 

The Cowboy’s fists clenched, but somehow, something held him back. 

Lynda had giggled and said: “It’s OK Bob. Y’all look kinda cute in thet outfit. Sofia lak 
the Joker in a deck of cards.” 

Inside the Cowboy, Paladin Lamb, the ghost rider, knew what now one else there did. 
Maybe that outfit they had put the Cowboy in was the most appropriate uniform of all, for in 
most games, the Joker is a wild card. 

Bald prisoners, in black and white uniforms, flitted to and fro, filling glasses here and 

there. 

The commander stood and turned to face the giant portrait. He raised a glass in his right 
hand: “A toast, to Adolph Hitler, the Aryan Messiah! ” 

The other officers all stood and raised their glasses in unison. 

And so, the Aryan feast began. 



“Ain’t they gonna say grace?” asked Lynda. 

“I think they just did.” said Cowboy Bob. 

“Oh, boy, L’Esprit. Yo shore got some strange friends.” 

L’Esprit smiled: “These are supposed to be the elite, the finest men in Germany.” 

“Wall. . .” mused Lynda, “Their clothes does look sorta spiffy. Who is thet tall thin guy 
thet looks lak the Devil hisself?” 

“You must mean Herr Doktor Von Sievers, the acting commander.” 

“Brrr. He gives me the shivvers. Iffen he’s a doctor, Ah shore don’t want them clammy 
hands of his slidin’ over mah body.” 

L’Esprit grinned broadly, but there was an edge in his voice: 

“Commander Von Sievers takes pride that his Lady’s skin is as white as snow. When he 
said that, I said that we’d be a good pair, ‘midnight black’ and ‘winter white’. He just mumbled 
something in Gennan, You never know, maybe he jus’ don’t like us colored folks. “ 

“Wall, Ah dinks yo looks real good. Y’all so black yo looks almost purple, jus’ lak a 
black tulip.’ 

L’Esprit was silent for a moment, his massive hands playing with the long stem of a wine 
glass. The he said: “Von Sievers is a genetecist. That is his tribe’s version of a witch doctor.” 
Cowboy Bob spoke, keeping his voice low: “Then why do you work for them?” 

“I am not working for THEM. I am working for the Empire of Japan.” 

“But if you help Japan, you help the Nazis, too.” 

“I am honor bound. Because I have become a soldier of the Emperor, my life is already 
forfeit. My Sensei acts again through me. You people would not understand.” 

“Sounds lak yo got some demons deep inside of yo. Sister Aimee warned us ’bout thet.” 
Servants were now circulating with three huge roast boars on top of silver carts. The 
basted pig skin was as red as a sunburn. Their faces looked like they were just taking a nap on a 
wann summer day. Steam rose from their bodies. 

At each table, the servants carved off slices of meat. Potatoes and vegetables came from 
trays inside the carts. Other servants poured wine from large containers. 

As Lynda’s table was served, she stood up and made a fuss about not wantin’ no alcohol 
since it was the Devil’s brew. She went on: “An besides, mah Cowboy an Ah don’t drink.” The 
maitre d’, looking officious even in prison stripes, smoothed things over. They were served hot 
cider, spiced with cinnamon. L’Esprit said he would rather have cider, too. 

When the servants had gone, the black man added: “I also hate eating pork.” 

“Here.” Said Lynda. “Mah Cowboy’s a great meat eater. Give him yore pork an’ yo kin 
have his potatoes, Fair ‘nuff?” 

“If it gets me out of eating pork.” 

“Why shore.” Lynda said, as she stood and used her knife to move pork and potatoes from 
plate to plate. “Yo know, one of them promoters once told me thet Ah would make a great 
diplomat. He musta knowed what he was talkin’ ‘bout, ‘cause he always wore a suit an’ tie.” 

She sat down and licked some sauce from her index finger. 

“Thet sauce is shore good. Boy, ain’t thet pig there something else agin? Looks jus’ lak a 
businessman Ah know in Tepelo.” 

Cowboy Bob sipped his hot and spicy cider from a golden goblet. The cacophany of noise 
made his head spin like a merry-go round. Then for a moment, the sound was gone. The figures, 
prisoners and SS guards alike, moved very slowly, as if in some absurd mime. It seemed as if he 
had stepped outside of the world of time. Then everything returned to normal once again. 

They ate their supper in silence, save for the background noises of chatter from elsewhere 
around the table, and the pig like grunting of several SS officers. 

Still, at one point, Leapin’ Lynda did comment on it all, though. She said: “Them SS 



fellers shore must love their dinner. Ah ain;t heard so much gruntin’ since Ah left mah Pappy’s 
pig farm.” 

“Shh.” Said L’Esprit. “I do not thi nk they would appreciate your candour on the subject.” 

“Folks is the same all over the world. Why, this is jus’ lak the Chamber of Commerce in 
Akron.” 

They finished their dinner without further incident. 

As the dinner plates were cleared away, servants continually refilled glasses and goblets 
with wine and water. They circulated with a cart filled with fine deserts. 

Lynda took a white pudding topped with a chocolat sauce. As she did, she giggled: “Thet 
smooth brown sauce shore looks good on top of thet plump white pudding.” 

L’Esprit took a piece of chocolat cake, with matching topping. 

Cowboy Bob helped himself to two fruit tarts and a piece of lemon cake. He smiled and 
said: “My mother always used to say: “Son, don’t waste food. There’s people starving in 
China.’” 

“Mmm. This is good.” Mumbled Lynda, with a spoon in her mouth. 

“Ah’m gonna ask fer a doggie bag.” 

“But you don’t have a dog.” said L’Esprit. 

“They ain’t gonna know thet.” 

Doktor Von Sievers now raised his glass in another toast: 

“To the New Kingdom of Burgundy, ‘the model state for the New Order. Here the Sacred 
Society of the SS will rule for a thousand years.” 

The other officers all stood and drank the toast, so Lynda and her two odd consorts did as 

well. 

The Mr. Mitsubishi, slightly tipsy, but not to be out done, proposed a toast of his own: 

“To the Divine Wind that saved Japan a thousand years ago, to the Divine, and Eternal 
Wind - Kamakaze!” 

They all drank. 

L’Esprit’s deep voice boomed out: “Banzai!” 



Chapter Eight: “After Dinner Smoke” 


“Now, my friends, for the Evening’s entertainment. We have a film flown in from Castle 
Wewelsburgh, the home base of our Holy Order back in Germany. By watching it, we can be 
informed of developments just as well as if we were back home.” 

A great screen was rolled in and opened by one wall while a projector was brought in 
across the room. The lights were dimmed, and film action rolled before them. 

A man with a wild white beard and a white smock came on the silver screen. His tinted 
flesh showed that this was the early days of color in film. Static crackled and a voice over said: 
“This has been translated into English so that you can use it as propaganda in America after we 
conquer the world. Keep it safe in your film vaults.” 

Von Sievers said to the group: 

“That is Professor Heidigger, the Father of our new Gennan Science. His scientific 
theories came to him in visions while he was out sailing during a thunderstonn, as lightning 
flashed all around him and the rain cascaded down into the water like a hail of machine gun 
bullets. He taught Professor Haushoffer, and even Rudolf Hess, the Deputy Fuhrer. He is so 
important, that he can even rant and rave at Hitler, and our Fuhrer will listen to him. And it takes 
a lot to make Hitler listen to someone else’s theories.” He puffed himself up, and added: “I met 
the good Professor once. . .” 

On the tape, Heidigger went on. 

“A secret scientific expedition has returned from the Baltic. Tonight they will present 
their report to us.” 

There were some groans. Von Sievers raised his hands as if to placate the others: “Do not 
worry. I am assured that this will not take long. And at the end we have an update on our 
expedition to Tibet.” 

“That’s better .” someone said. 

Another added: “Now there is an adventure worthy of a Viking.” 

The screen became blurred as everything on it sped up to a level where it looked quite 
comic. The lights came on again, and two SS men began to fiddle with the projector. 

“What scientific report is this?” asked the gorgeous redhead. 

“Peter Bender’s group.” 

“That butterfly?” 

“None other.” 

“He would be nothing if he had not flown with Hennan Goering in the last war.” 

“Ah, yes, my lady, but he did fly with Goering. He also was a part of Baron Von 
Richtoffen’s flying circus. So he had our Air Marshall’s ear. And through Goering, he has the 
Fuhrer’s ear, so he could be a man to reckon with. You are just sore because it was Bender who 
dubbed you ‘The Red Baroness’, and the name stuck.” 

“That clown belongs in a circus.” 

As they set up the film, Tanya took a big fat cigar licked it all over. Then she bit off the 
end. She lit up, and a cloud of blue smoke filled the air in front of her. 

At one side of the room, a gaunt figure wearing black robes entered and stood at the side. 
He wore cowl over his head, and was bent over as if in prayer. He just stood there, unnoticed, 
watching the proceedings in silence. 

“What is this all about?” asked Mr. Mitsubishi. 

Von Sievers answered him with a lighthearted lilt in his voice: 

“Oh, there is a friendly rivalry among us Germans. As the Fuhrer said, ‘Struggle is the 
Father of all things.’ So even in our sciences, we have competition. We have two cosmic 
theories, while the rest of the world has only one. That should make us twice as good, haha. It is 



like a great wrestling match between the World Ice Theory and the Hollow World Theory.” 

“What is this ‘Hollow Earth Theory?” asked the Japanese. “We have heard something like 
it in Japan. A Zen monk once came down out of the mountains and announced that there are 
Supermen that live in layers deep beneath the Earth. They have come back from the future. They 
fly here in strange space ships. Some are here to do historical research. But some of them have 
simply come back for a holiday. It is a pretty tale that Geisha girls will tell to amuse their clients, 
but no one gives it any weight. 

Everyone knows that one cannot travel back in time any more that man can break the 
sound barrier and live to tell about it.” 

Von Sievers said: “In Gennany, we take such matters much more seriously. It is said that 
the world is hollow and we are living inside of it, like drops of steam on the side of a terrarium. 
The sky is but a phantom universe floating inside that great globe. The sun is a giant glowing 
coal, and the planets and stars are but specks of dust floating around in the cosmos. All else is an 
illusion. 

This is called the Hollow Earth Theory. 

The men who are about to report in the film have just performed a great experiment to test 
the Hollow Earth Theory. Now we will see which cosmology will triumph.” 

“Which theory do you prefer, Herr Doktor? “ asked the Japanese. 

“The World Ice Theory sees the universe as an eternal struggle between fire and ice. It 
predicts that mutations will change the human race. 

Fire and Ice! My own life has been like that. Indeed, I have seen that ice can burn worse 
than fire. Ice is a natural environment for the Aryan race, for it was from the Ice that our Viking 
ancestors came forward on their conquests. It is this theory that predicts mutations that will 
transform mankind. I like that. So does Hitler. 

It does sound dramatic, like Frost Giants and Norse Gods hurling lightning at each other 
through the stormy skies of November, causing mutations among men. 

The World Ice Theory also predicts that the Superman of Hitler’s dreams will emerge 
from those mutations.” 

“And when he does, will he be a Nazi?” asked the Japanese, looking every bit the 
inscrutable oriental. 

The film started up again, and everyone watched it in silence. 

On the screen, SS officers were also seated ‘round another round table. Like their 
audience in Mexico, they also wore black dress unifonns with silver trim. A huge black iron 
door at the end of the hall opposite to the throne opened. A small and motley band of men were 
escorted into the great hall by an SS honor guard. The haggard group approached the ‘foot’ of 
the table. 

One man stepped forward from the group, obviously their leader. He was heavyset, with a 
red face that made him look like a ruddy woodsman. He wore a brown flack jacket and a pilot’s 
cap. There were silver wings on his chest. His voice was hoarse and tired as he spoke: 

“We have returned from our expedition to the Isle of Rutgens in the Baltic Sea. We 
carried infra - red detectors, the best in Germany, with which to scan the barren skies. We 
calibrated them at an angle of 45 degrees from the horizon, We calculated. . .” 

On his throne, Horbinger grew restless, and he shouted out: “Just tell us your results. Your 
results!” 

“Well..” 

“You were supposed to bounce your radar beams off the sky and use them to find the 
British fleet. Did you do so?” 

“Uh - no.” 

“Why not?” 



“We concluded that our equipment was not fine enough.” 

“Perhaps the world is not hollow.” 

“We can try other experiments. Perhaps in time?” 

“Do you not realize that Germany is at war? You have wasted valuable resources. Such 
waste is criminal.” 

“B...but...” 

“No huts about it. Your pseudo science has served you poorly. Now we will let you serve 
the Death’s Head in one of our concentration camps. We will see if you can find a hollow death 
camp, ha?” 

He leaned in towards the pilot who stood before him, and said, in a whisper: “Your theory 
has been a rival to mine for long enough. Now it is time to be done with you. Won’t the other 
prisoners just love you, an SS man fallen down amongst them, like a fine lady in a working class 
whorehouse.” 

He leaned back. His voice was harsh and full of authority as he lashed out at his enemies: 

“Now our hidden masters have their way, for truth has triumphed on this day. Do not be 
gentle as you take them away.” 

The group was quickly herded from the room, protesting as they went. Their leader 
shouted: “ In my dreams 1 saw that the world we live in is hollow. That is why we hear echoes in 
the mountains.” 

The great black iron door clanged shut behind them. 

The wild white bearded face of Horbinger, looking like an old Viking chieftain, smiled 
into the camera: 

“As you can all see, we run our science here just like a business. If the results do not 
support your theory, you go under. 

But now 1 am pleased that we have another report to share with you, who live in magic 
Mexico, so far across the oceans. We have a film flown in from the Himalayas, where our sacred 
secret expedition is making some remarkable progress. The Fuhrer himself has seen this film, 
and he is very pleased. I’m sure that you will be, as well.” 

Now the film showed the high white mountain peaks of the Himalayas. A small group 
was marching there, all wrapped in furs like a pack of gray wolves. Indeed, the leader wore a 
wolfs head as a cap. 

The cameras moved in close on this figure. It was a woman. 

Her lean pale face was lit up by the fire in her blue eyes. Such eyes! It seemed as if you 
could see the sky itself in them. 

Her voice was strong, coming in over the background sound of the howling wind. 

“This is Hilda Heidler reporting from the Himalayas near Tibet. Yesterday, we found an 
ancient monastery. It was deserted, but it seemed to be untouched by the centuries. I decoded a 
story writ upon those ancient walls, and this it told me. 

A human paradise once flourished in the heart of Asia, just as the ancient Chinese legends 
told us. That was the birthplace of all the skills of Chinese magic and of medicine and marital 
arts. . .all these began back there. But the people burned coal instead of incense, and that angered 
God. A rocket from the ocean dropped a living sun upon them, and their factories were stilled. 
Only a few sorcerers escaped, and these became the Hidden Masters that we seek. So you see, 
they really do exist! 

We are hot on their trail! And soon, we will find them in the kingdom of Shambala. 

I will report back in another month. I am sending this out to our base camp back in India 
on one of our carrier vultures. It is really marvelous how these Tibetan monks can get inside the 
heads of these mystic birds. Maybe the fact that they feed their dead to the vultures had 
something to do with it. They call it a ‘sky burial’. We will need to study that. We could feed 



captured Russian airmen to the vultures. Maybe the next time I speak to you, it will be from 
Shambala. Until then, I remain your huntress in the quest for the Coming Superman. 

Hilda Heidler, Heil Hitler.” 

The film ended with a Red Nazi battle flag flying in the wind and a band playing and 
people singing the Horst Wessel Liad. 

The lights came on and the SS men started pack up the projector and the screen. Von 
Sievers stood and called them to attention: 

“We have a special surprise for you tonight.” 

As he spoke he walked slowly towards the cowled figure. 

‘ While our German heroes are searching for the Superman in Tibet, we have done even 
better. We have gone forward into the future to find him. Yes, in our secret laboratory, we now 
have a time machine. And we have found the Superman of the future in the future. We have used 
our machine to go forward in time, and bring one back to help us in this, our Holy struggle. 
Behold...” 

He removed the hood from the man in black. His head was shaved, as if he were indeed 
a monk. His lean aquiline features looked bronze, as if he were a statue of the perfect Aryan 
man. He stood there, as still as a work of art, and just as silent. 

Von Sievers spoke like a barker at a carnival: 

“Behold, the man of the future brought back to our times by Gennan science.” 



Chapter Nine : “Bedtime for Buddha” 


“Elio, mate. You got the soccer scores yet?” quipped the monkish figure in the gown. He 
raised an eyebrow, and smiled: 

“Some - ow, this don’t look like modern England. Are you guys some of them Tory rakes 
tryin’ to bring back the hellfire clubs of Victorian days? 

They didn’t just ‘ave cheap gin back then, they ‘ad poverty an’ prostitutes an’ even Jack 
the Ripper. Yew don’t really want all that, do you. But then again, they did ‘ave Sherlock 
Holmes. They say he looked a lot like me. Got any good mysteries to solve?” 

He began to look around the room, focusing first on Von Sievers, and then on Tanya Von 
Rasputin, who had joined him. 

“Alio, is this ‘Alloween? The two of you come in drag?” He looked Tanya right in the 
eyes. “Oi can tell you’re not a lady, because ladies don’t smoke cigars.” 

“Harumff!” Tanya stood tall in her high heel shoes and blew cigar smoke in his face. 

Von Sievers’ voice was soft and reassuring: 

“You need not joke to be accepted here. We know who you are and where you come from. 
It was our men that brought you here. But never mind all that. But please - “ he stepped back a 
bit and bowed. “Please accept our hospitality for the night. We can meet again tomorrow. We 
have so much to talk about. Why, you must be a product of our Liebensbom project, selective 
breeding to pool our finest genetic material.” 

“They told me oi was the product of a Saturday night special. Don’t matter none. In moi 
day, bastards are runnin’ pretty much everything anyway. At least Oi know when Oi was 
conceived. Do you?” 

“Uh, no.” Von Sievers looked uncomfortable. “They didn’t keep records.” 

“ An unplanned pregnancy? Good God! This can’t be the year three thousand, then. Ever 
since the Chinese “One Child” law became universal, we’ve all ‘ad to keep records of that sort of 
thing. No trouble, we just push a button on the computer an’ it’s all over the net for anyone that 
wants to know. It must be bloody awful not bein’ able to get a computer print out of who yer 
partner ‘as been with. It sounds like you are playing a sexual version of Russian roulette. 

So what are our time co - ordinates ‘ere, anyway?” 

Von Sievers seemed taken aback a bit. He said modestly: 

“ Uh, your timing is off a bit. This is the brave little castle Quetzalcoatl in Mexico in 

1942 .” 

“Quetzalcoatl? Wasn’t that the English bloke who became a god to the Incas in ancient 

times?” 

“Today we are waging the wonderful world war that will make possible the golden future 
that you came from. But now Germany is having a hard time of it, so we went forward in time to 
find a Superman to help us.” 

“Ah, yes. Of course. I see it now.” 

“I trust you have arrived feeling - how is it? All right?” 

“Jus’ ducky, mate.” 

The exchange that followed had the air of a sports fan adoring a legendary sports hero 
that he finally gets to meet in person. One might easily have imagined Von Sievers asking for an 
autograph. 

“We have just eaten before you got here. Would you care to have some dinner?” 

“Thank yew. Oi just ‘ad breakfast.” 

“Oh - uh - welcome. It is evening here.” 

“Right. Well, Oi could use a little shut eye. It’s been a long trip.” 

“Over a thousand years. How is the Third Reich doing in your distant days?” 



“It is all One World.” 

“One world. Ah, yes. Of course. It would be ‘One World’ by then.” 

“So tell me more about this primitive world of yours?” 

“Ahh. There will be so much to talk about.” 

Tanya interrupted them: “Come, Herr doktor. Let our honored guest get used to this time 
zone for awhile. There will be lots of time to talk later.” She spoke softly to the monkish figure: 
“You will need some rest. Feel free to walk around the room for a bit, we’ll have our attendants 
take you to your rooms later.” 

She led Von Sievers away while giving the golden man a wink and a smile and a wiggle. 

Slowly, the ghostly figure in black drifted over to where the other “guests” now stood. 

He put the cowl back up over his face. He merely waited and watched them in silence. He looked 
just like the mediaeval pictures of the grim reaper, only without the scythe. 

Mr Mitsubishi quickly corralled the Cowboy after the dinner ended. He was giddy with 
drink. His sweaty face was just beaming: 

“Oh, my dear, dear Cowboy. Tomorrow we must get together. They had already arranged 
the seating plan for tonight, or so they told me. But I will not be denied. I want to know all about 
you. Tell me about six shooters and roping doggies and all that. Can you really suck water from 
a cactus in the desert? I have always been so interested in the American Cowboy. They say that 
you are a vanishing breed. Oh, I do hope that you do not vanish on me. Yipee Yi Yay!” 

Cowboy Bob just stuttered : “Uh, yeah. I’m sure we can get together.” He looked at 
Leapin’ Lynda as if to ask her what else to say. 

Now the Japanese lit a big fat cigar. It smelled like burning Prairie grass. 

“Tell me, Cowboy. What is that uniform that you are wearing?” 

“Uh - it is a special unit of the SS.” He said, ashamed of his Clown outfit. 

L’Esprit interjected: “It is the Republican branch of the SS. Those guys are all wild 

cards.” 

“Ah, yes. Of course.” Said the Japanese. “You must be a veteran of the Spanish Civil 
War, part of General Franco’s Republican forces.” 

L’Esprit mused: “Hmmm. I never forget my history books. It was the Republicans that 
won the US Civil War. They fought for freedom. What ever happened to those men?” 

“They married Southern Ladies.” Said Leapin’ Lynda Liberty, with an air of smug 
superiority. 

“Well, I will see you tomorrow.” Said the Japanese, staggering away. 

A couple of armed SS guards began to herd the Cowboy and the monk towards a group 
of people who were now filing out of the dining hall. Other guards assumed the lead of the group 
which included Lynda, L’Esprit, and the Cowboy, as well as the strange man in black. The first 
two SS men fell in behind them. 

Leaving the Great Hall, the little group went down one tunnel and then another. Then 
they walked through a long dark hall way. They passed through a small foyer and came to a 
great Oak door. Two more SS guards stood in front of that door, holding machine guns. 

One of the SS men who had led the way now turned to the group and spoke: 

“Ladies, Gentlemen, your quarters lie ahead. As you can see, we have provided guards so 
that no one can disturb your privacy. Come this way, please.” 

And so they were shown to their quarters. The Cowboy was to share a room with the man 
from the future. Paladin Lamb, ever the silent ghost rider inside the head of the Cowboy, could 
not help but smile at the irony. The Gennans had unwittingly put two men from the future in 
together. But for now, he was the only one that knew it. 

A heavy oak door creaked closed behind them, leaving them alone. The dim and 
flickering light gave the room a savage, pagan air. 



The Cowboy looked around. He smiled. They had obviously got the room ready for him. 
He saw his white cowboy boots, freshly cleaned and polished, by a closet door. He went over 
and opened it to find the rest of his clothes, neatly laundered and hung up. There were his blue 
jeans, shirt, white hat, and all. 

As a grim jest, someone had even put an empty holster in there. Well, at least he could be 
decent when he got up in the morning, as decent as any red blooded American man can be 
without a gun in his holster. 

Beside the closet was a big four poster bed. There was a similar one at the other end of 
the room. The mattresses looked very soft and they were covered with thick burgundy colored 
quilts. 

Across from the closet was a gaping black hole in the wall, a cold and empty fireplace 
looking as forlorn as yesterday’s camp fire. Above the barren fireplace was a large oil painting. 

In that frame a muscular man sat smiling, with a beautiful woman on each ann. Another 
muscleman, wounded, lay face down, prostrate on the ground before him, kissing his new 
master’s foot. The painting was entitled simply: “Comes the Superman.” 

“It is interesting, isn’t it?” said the tall stranger. “They told me that each of these 
bedrooms has been furnished to honor a Germanic Knight of Old.” 

“I don’t thi nk I’d like to meet that fellow.” said the Cowboy. “He doesn’t look like a very 
nice guy.“ Then he asked: “Are you some sort of monk?” 

“Oi belongs to a very old order that was founded in Tibet.” 

“You look pale for a Tibetan. And that accent. . .” 

“English old chap. Au was born and raised in England. Read law at Oxford and decided it 
wasn’t for me. Then Oi went to Beijing to study Qigong at the Thomas Merton Institute. That’s 
where Oi met me wife. After we were married, Oi settled down to the ‘appy life of bein’ a 
mystic ‘ouse ‘usband. Oi can meditate while scrubbin’ a pot ‘til there’s nothin’ else in the room 
except for me an’ the pot. Then Oi becomes the pot. We learned that from a Christian saint, a 
little girl they called ‘the little flower.’ Wall, these men in black ‘ere, they took me while Oi was 
in the kitchen, ‘appy doin’ the dishes. Near as Oi can figure, they must want me to teach them 
‘ow to clean pots, ‘cause that’s what oi was doin’. From what Oi just seen of them Germans, 
they needs to leam ‘ow to use the Potty before they worry about cleanin’ the pot. They’re right 
full of it.” 

The gaunt man held out his hand. “Hi. Moi name is Christmas Humphreys the 
Seventeenth. Me friends all call me ‘Chris’. 

“Christmas Humphreys the Seventeenth. That sound sort of aristocratic.” 

“In our time it is. Christmas Humphreys was one of the spiritual pioneers who first 
brought Buddhism to Britain. That was long before the merger of the two faiths. Oh, but all that 
will all take place in your future. 

Awfully sorry. Please disregard everything Oi just said.” 

“Uh - 1 didn’t understand much anyway. Leapin’ Lynda is the expert on religion. I just 
ask her. By the time I see her again, I will probably forget what you just said anyway.” 

“ It is awfully easy to forget when one is time traveling. Oh well, in moi day there is 
nothing the least bit unusual about time travel. Folks even go back on ‘olidays. But in these days, 
it is just about unheard of except for these Germans and that confounded “Time Grabber” 
Machine they used snatch me. There was this ‘ere green gas an’ the smell of lemons an’ then Oi 
was back ‘ere, watchin’ some sort of pagan ceremony. Crazy lot, these Germans, with all their 
mad mumbo jumbo. Well, Oi gotta chase all that stuff out of me mind before Oi goes to sleep. 
Anything that takes over yer mind all the time, that’s what yer meditatin’ on. An Oi sure don’t 
want be meditate on them Nazis.” 

The gaunt man sat down in a lotus position and took several deep breaths. He held his 



fingers before his eyes and made a pyramid with them. Then he intoned : “Light from the Center 
of the Pyramid of my face, flow through me, now and forever.” Then he began to finger some 
beads and to chant: “AUM. Mani Padne. AUM. AUM.” He continued chanting, until his 
chanting became mere background noise. 

The Cowboy stripped off his Clown suit and fell exhausted across the bed. He was 
enveloped by soft feathered mattresses and quilts ‘til he almost disappeared. He practically 
swam in feathers for a moment, and then tried to get to sleep. 

The Cowboy started to count Little Leapin’ Lynda’s (instead of sheep). One after another 
they ran past his tired eyes, dressed in a bewildering variety of bathing suits, like the many 
colored butterflies of a Southern summer. The Leapin’ Lyndas jumped over ring ropes instead of 
fences. 

“Mmmm. Mmmm.” The Cowboy muttered under his breath. “I like Leapin’ Lyndas a lot 
better than sheep.” 

He felt wann all over. He dozed off. 



Chapter Ten: “Deep Dreaming” 


“Alleluia!” 

“Praise God.” 

“Sister Aimee is an angel.” 

“She healed my heart.” 

“I can walk again.” 

A short physically fit woman wearing a navy blue cape that flowed behind her strode up 
to the platform. She wore a white dress, giving her the look of a battlefield nurse. She turned and 
faced her audience with a wide, tooth paste ad type grin and said: “Brothers and Sisters.” She 
raised her right hand. “Sisters and Brothers. HI DEE HO!” 

“Hi DEE HO!” replied the audience. 

Her voice rang out: “Into the darkness, let me bring sunshine. 

“Praise God.” 

“Sister, help me.” 

“Sister, heal me.” 

“Sister... Sister.” 

The crowd were already in a frenzy of expectations raised by rousing Revival music. 
Their Energy was like a bonfire just waiting to be started up. On this hot muggy night, Sister 
Aimee was ready with the flame of Faith. 

She picked up a tiny candle from the pulpit. She lit it and held it up in front of her. She 
stood stock still. The room fell silent. She blew out the flame. She spoke. 

“My breath is invisible, yet it put out the flame. You see, the invisible world can change 
the things we see. So let it be! 

You cannot see the Winter Wind, and yet you bundle up before you walk your dog on New 
Year’s Day. The unseen world is BIGGER, DEEPER, LONGER, STRONGER, than YOU can 
ever dream! 

In the Bible it tells how Elisha, yes, the Prophet Elisha, traveled outside his body. He left his 
body - oh, yes - he left his body and he flew across the air like a big old weather balloon, drifting 
calm, easy, wherever the Wind of God would take him. Invisible, he rode those other worldly 
currents right into the tent of the Syrian King, the enemy of Israel. God let him listen in to the 
Syrian Battle plans. 

It is written that Israel went on to win that war. WE are at war today. Let us pray for all 
who would be spies for us. God, make them invisible. Let your gentle drafts and breezes carry 
them to what they need to see. Let it be as it was in the days of Elisha. AMEN.” 

Cowboy Bob woke up with a start. He was back in his strange hotel room with that even 
stranger roommate. He pulled down an armful of feathered quilt and looked across the room. 
Yes, there he was. Still sitting with his legs crossed counting those beads of his. The gaunt figure 
in black was not part of a dream. This was really happening. 

The Cowboy fell back onto his back on the feathery bed. 

He realized that he had just been dreaming about his girlfriend’s favorite evangelist, 

Sister Aimee of the Radio Waves. She looked so alive in his dream. He could almost believe he 
had been watching real events, somewhere across the ocean. She was like a battlefield nurse, and 
now he lay somewhere in no man’s land, that never never land that lies between the waking 
world of every day and the universe of dreams. In this still place, he was neither awake nor 
asleep, but something in between. He just lay there. He could not move. 

Now the ghostly Paladin Lamb took over. He felt the room. It was warm. In the 
dimension from which he had come, you do not feel the heat. Come to thi nk of it, the Cowboy’s 
body was warm, all wrapped up with feathered quilts. 



“Let’s see now. . .’’said Paladin, like a mechanic about to set to work. 

Now, he took control of the Cowboy’s body, and changed direction in the bed so that his 
head faced north. In his mind, he lit a candle, and watched the flickering flame. As he lay 
relaxed on his back, he concentrated on that flame. He began to breathe slowly, rhythmically. 
Paladin Lamb had practiced these things many times in his own corporeal form. This would be 
the first time he would launch an OBE from someone else’s body. 

Slowly, the ageless ritual proceeded inside his mind. 

In the center of his brain, he began to feel heat. Soon, the core of his brain was burning, 
like the fiery belly of a furnace, radiating heat. Slowly, he became one with the flame and then 
radiated upwards. Mentally, he drew a line parallel to his body, like an invisible flying carpet. 

He let himself drift slowly upward, until he was lying on that carpet. 

He looked down. He saw the Cowboy’s body sleeping peacefully down below him. A 
silver hose seemed to connect the body to his newly risen form, like an astronaut’s lifeline 
growing out of the Space Shuttle. He was drifting, as weightless as a spaceman. 

Paladin Lamb knew the rules of out of body travel well. We have many layers in us, like 
a lasagna casserole. The physical body is just one such layer. 

The astral body is another. And we still have not even begun to taste our total existence. 
The white cheese and the rich red tomatoes and the dark green spinach are yet to come. Such 
images! Paladin Lamb began to think that being in the Cowboy’s body just might be getting to 
him. 

Well, he was drifting peacefully now, his astral body floating. 

He stood upright on his flying carpet. He thought: ‘This is such a strange dimension. It’s 
nice, but kind of scary, too. It takes a bit of time to get used to it. You have to be careful. 

Thought controls your movement. Sometimes, you just think about a place, and, instantly, you 
are there. Of course, you have to be very careful what you think about. 

For instance, you wouldn’t want to think about that pig fann where Leapin’ Lynda grew 
up. Hey, I better watch it. Better think about Leapin’ Lynda. Yeah. Let’s see how she is doing 
this night. 

He began to move. He looked down at the bed. He saw that his silver spirit world 
umbilical chord still connected him to the Cowboy’s sleeping head. At first, it was about as thick 
as a quarter, then it thinned out as he moved away. 

Now he left the room, passing right through a stone wall. Then he was floating along a 
dark and deserted corridor. He remembered the first time that he had done the astral travel bit. 

He had felt elated at being able to pass through solid things, sort of like the first time he had 
learned to float in water. Now it was almost beginning to seem old hat. 

Still, he had to treat this all with a lot of respect. Awesome legends had grown from the 
abilities of certain Masters to travel in their Astral bodies, like stories of bullets passing through 
a Shaolin Priest. And if that chord was cut while he was out here, he could be trapped in the 
ether, perhaps forever. 

At the end of the corridor, he came to a door. While he could pass through solid things, 
he could not see through them. So when he went through the closed door, he really was going 
into the unknown. But somehow, he felt as if he were being drawn there. 

There she was! Leapin’ Lynda Liberty was seated now, talking to Angel, who stood. She 
was topless and wore only black fishnet tights with runs in the back that looked very sexy. She 
had pointed red high heel shoes on her feet. 

They were in one of the bedrooms, a large room with a big four poster bed covered with 
pink feather quilts and mattresses. The walls were a pale greenish tint. 

Her eyes cri nk led and her red lips curled as if in disbelief. It was as if her face itself were 
saying: “I’m not here. This is not happening to me.” 



She looked over at the big bed and said: “Them German feather beds is so comfortable, 
Ah wonder why them crazy Krauts would want to go to war when they could stay in bed 
instead.” 

“There is no accounting for taste.” Said Angel. 

“Maybe Ah kin leam ‘em, teach ‘em thet it is more fun to lie in bed than it is to go fight 
wars. Why, Yo’ kin even fight in bed, too. Thet is whar Ah have had some o’ mah best ‘rasslin’ 
matches. An’ them feather beds look lak they’d make a great ‘rasslin’ ring.” 

Angel walked over to a large camera that stood on tripod legs, and began to fiddle with 
some lights. 

Leapin’ Lynda’s pale skin glistened, almost glowed. Somehow, her voice sounded clearer 
and sharper than usual. As usual, she was doing the talking. 

“Ah jus’ loves to scream. In the ring, Ah screams agin an’ agin. It just sort of 
eases the pain a little, like if Ah screams enough, the pain will go away. An’ the fans just love it. 
After all, what’s the use of gettin’ put in a hammerlock if yo caint scream about it. Yo’ might 
just as well stay home an’ take a bath. An’ as far as datin’ goes, heck, it ain’t no kinda date at all 
if yo cain’t scream none.” 

“What if no one hears your scream?” asked Angel as he shone one of his lights on her. 
“It’s the screamin’ that’s important, not the hearin’” 

A flash went off. 

Leapin’ Lynda stood up and said: “So where’s the new bathing suit thet goes with these 
here nets? Boy, nets shore feel kinda funny. They kinda tickles the soles of mah feet. Mr. Angel, 
did yo ever wear nets?” 

“Uh - No. I haven’t.” 

Angel, ever the old fashioned male chauvinist, blushed bright red at the suggestion. 
Lynda giggled. Regaining his composure, Angel went over to a big black bag that had been lying 
on the floor beside the tripod. He whipped out a shiny silver cloth and snapped it like a 
bullfighter’s cape. He tossed it across the room to her. “ Here. Put these on” He said. 

It was a red bathing suit. She slithered into it, smiling at him. 

“Ah always wanted to be a movie star in America. Ah guess Ah come close once. Me 
an’ Lilly Limone was ‘rasslin’. This guy made a movie out of it. We was in them carnival peep 
shows right across America.” 

“This will be much better than a peep show, I assure you.” Said Angel, with the 
quiet dignity of an artist at work. 

“Those Germans are quite mad with their urge to develop a Superman. As for me, I have 
a much better idea. I want to create a Goddess, a woman that men will worship: a Superwoman! 

“ “An me. . .Am Ah gonna be yore Superwoman?” 

“Exactly, my dear.” 

“Golly. Gee.” 

Angel reached into his black bag and got out a wine bottle that was almost empty. 
Leapin’ Lynda put her hands on her hips and a stem look on her face. She really did 
look imperious. Angel took a swig and then he shot two more pictures. He took another swig, 
and then another photo. 

Angel spoke in a matter of fact voice : “These photos will come out beautifully. When 
Doktor Goebells sees them, he is sure to make you a movie star in Germany.” 

He bowed to her. Then he drained the wine bottle. And then he said: “Please play with 
your new persona while I go down to the wine cellar to restock.” 

“Play with who?” 

“Just relax.” 

He left her Alone. She continued her haughty posing for awhile. Then she began to 



practice walking in her high heels, wiggling as she went. Arrogantly, she preened her hair. 

“Ah am gonna be a goddess. Like, wow! That’s better than bein’ a Superman!” 

She stopped, slapped her bottom, turned, and did her walk again. 

“Shezam! Just lak them fashion models!” 

The door opened. She started. L”Esprit Negre walked in. He was wearing a gold bath robe 
and carrying a towel. He stopped in his tracks when he saw her. He stammered: “Is this the 
steam room?” 

“Am Ah thet hot?” she purred. She smiled and wiggled over to him. Her eyes beamed up 
into his eyes: “Why do yo want a steam room, boy?” 

“Because I like to sit in the fog and thi nk .” 

“Ah likes to get down on mah knees to do mah thinkin’. Prayin’ an’ tliinkin’ . Thet goes 
together like a Bible an’ a Thumper. An’ everybody says Ah kin thump em’ pretty good!” 

She turned away from him and did her most arrogant and seductive wiggling walk. 

He followed her, mimicking her walk. 

She stopped. 

Suddenly, he grabbed her, spun her around, and kissed her. 

It was a long, slow kiss. She did not struggle at all. The suddenly she sprang loose like a 
mongoose retreating form a cobra. She gasped for air. 

“What do ya’all thing Ah am, a spitoon?” 

“I though women liked passionate kisses. That’s what they say in the weight room.” 

“Boy, you’ve got a lot a learnin’ to do.” 

“Are you going to teach me?” 

“You never know.” She seemed to regain her composure, and then added: “Wall, it coulda 
been worse. One time a fellah kissed me right after he’d eaten a stale sardine sandwich. Yech. 
What a lunch break!” 

They stood silent for a moment. He looked around the room. A painting caught his eye. 
He began to stare at it. He said in a hushed voice: 

“This painting is haunting. It almost feels as if we could step right into it.” 

The oil painting showed a barren yellow desert beneath a pale full moon. A lone 
rider - one could not tell the sex of the rider - rode away into the moonscape. The figure was 
wrapped in dark blue robes. 

“I often felt like going to a new land, a land a lot like the strange desert in that 
painting. Maybe I could become a king there. And you could be my Queen. The Queen of the 
Moon.” 

She giggled: “They say Ah give good ‘moon’.” 

“Yes. I remember you mooning me at the stadium. You didn’t look so regal then.” 

“Of course Ah am legal! Ah even got mah moonin’ license to prove it. These days in 
America yo gotta have a license for most everything.” 

Just then, Angel returned carrying three bottles of wine. “ I brought us a little wine for 
later” he said. Then he gasped when he saw the two of them standing together: “What are you 
doing here, L’Esprit?” 

“I thought it was the steam room. I was going to have a steam.” 

“You are sweating as if you were kind of steamed up.” 

“What are you doing here, Angel?” 

“I thought this was my bedroom. I was going to have a little drink before turning in.” 
“This does not look like your room.” 

“I guess. Monsieur L’Esprit, that we were both mistaken.” 

He bowed to Leapin’ Lynda with a silly grin on his face, and backed towards the 
door, his eyes fixed on the big black man. 



Angel said, softly. “Excuse us, Mademoiselle. We will see you in the morning, heh, heh.” 
Angel held the door open for his friend. The two men left. 

Now alone, Lynda laughed and swung her anns around like a pair of windmill blades. 
“Haha! Got rid o’ both a’ them guys at once. Now Ah kin say mah prayers an’ go to 

bed.” 

She got down on her knees and said: “Mister God, Please bless us all on our journey to 
the land of sleep, and see us safely back. Send me an angel in a dream, to tell me what to do. 
Amen.” 

She kicked off her red shoes and sank back onto the pink and feathery bed. She sank into 
the mattress as the fluffy quilts engulfed her, almost burying her alive in bed things. 



Chapter Eleven: “In the Syrian Camp” 


“Now to see what our German hosts are up to.” 

The Astral Cowboy floated on through the castle as if drawn by some invisible beacon. 

He had a strange feeling of euphoria, a high without wine, a strange high not of this earth. All the 
while his thin silver umbilical chord stretched out behind him. That was all that still connected 
him to the sleeping cowboy, his only passage back into the dimension that is our world. 

He moved slowly through the darkened rooms and corridors of Castle Quetzalcoatl. He 
passed by sleepy SS guards, drinking coffee to stay awake under dim lights in the still late hours 
of the night. He thought of how their black uniforms reflected the sickness of their movement, as 
if, like their leader, Mad King Adolf, they were one of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse. 
They may dream of the glory of war, but they were not war. They were “Pestilence”, the New 
Black Death. Paladin prayed to God for relief from the waves of revulsion that he felt as he 
considered his SS hosts. And he thanked God that he did not have to judge these men in black. 

He drifted on, like a cold draft of air in dark November. He observed the world of men, 
as a ghost would do. He moved freely, and he was invisible - but he was also powerless to act on 
physical things. Still, he could see and hear, and remember. Later, when he was back in the 
physical body he controlled in this time period, he would be able to act on that knowledge. 

All the while, an unseen ghost followed him without his knowing. 

He moved from room to room, until at last, there she was: the Queen of the castle, 
Tanya Von Rasputin. She was sitting on another woman’s face. 

Her hapless victim lay limp on her back on the floor. The woman was wearing a 
turquoise green one-piece bathing suit and shiny black boots. 

Tanya Von Rasputin wore a flaming orange bathing suit and rust red boots. She giggled 
as she wiggled her ample bottom in the face of the fallen woman. Her victim squirmed and 
writhed. 

Tanya spoke to someone in the shadows across the room. “Aha! How sweet it is! You 
should have seen the look on her face when she said ‘I quit’ and I said ‘I don’t’. They say, the 
Devil will have her way!” 

She began to rock roughly back and forth across the other woman’s face. Tanya giggled 
and purred. 

“I just love playing games. Like Monopoly, the ultimate goal of capitalism. Right now, I 
have a monopoly on her air supply!” 

She let out a long slow fart, like a funeral dirge, and then sat still, smiling. Her face 
looked as wholesome, as clean cut and sweet, as that of an angel. 

Across the room, Herr Doktor Von Sievers moved from the shadows to sit at an elegant 
mahogany bar. He wore a shiny burgundy housecoat and black pajamas. He sipped a fiery 
brandy from a big round snifter as he spoke: 

“’Tis wondrous strange, that some still look up to the stars, while their fate’s 
decided in the politician’s bars. Come, Tanya, drink down some French fire with me. We have 
some of the very best of Vichy’s booty.” 

Tanya Von Rasputin stood up and looked down at her vanquished 
wrestling partner of the night. Paladin could see from the green-garbed woman’s bald head that 
she was a prisoner from the concentration camp below. Her face was flushed red, and tears rolled 
down her cheeks. 

Tanya giggled and said: “I will be right back. Save my seat for me.” 

She then smiled purposefully and winked at the woman. 

Arrogantly, she sauntered across the room and joined her friend at the bar. The bald 
woman just lay there, gasping for air, and trying to pretend that she wasn’t there. 



The room was rich with red and gold color, save for one wall. From that side of the 
room, a giant dark green Seascape spoke of the storms outside this cozy inner sanctum. At the 
other end of the room, a blazing fireplace crackled as the flames leapt and danced about. 

As Tanya moved, firelight glistened on the flesh of her legs, and on her rust red boots. 
“So what exotic poison are we drinking here tonight, my dear?” 

He stopped behind the bar and got her a snifter, too, and poured her drink. “This is a 
Five Star Annanyac, V.S.O.P. Some say it is better than the finest cognac.” He handed the 
elegant glass to her. It glimmered like a ball of flame. He added: “I must have a bit of White 
Russian in me. Things always taste better if you know they are booty.” 

She took it and held it daintily in her slender fingers, and sipped it slowly. 

“This bums.” 

“Like hell’s fire.” He smiled, and held his glass up. He smiled, looking like 
Mephistopheles. He looked into the snifter. It reflected the flames dancing in the fireplace. 

“There are little Devil’s in this drink, formed from the dark energies of Satan’s own 
generators set up in another dimension, in a parallel universe. 

You see, my dear, as the Fuhrer found out, magik is still around. It just looks a little 
different. Nowadays, it wears a white scientific gown, rather than a black religious one. But it is 
still the same actor playing the role.” 

She quickly swallowed the glass, shook a bit all over, and said: 

“Wow! It feels like all the stars of the Milky Way are coursing through my stomach.” 
“Ha! My dear, there are mystics in India who strive for lifetimes to achieve such 
feelings. All you have to do is take a drink.” 

Eagerly, she held her glass out as he filled it once again. He replenished his own. 

“I propose a toast, My Dear Miss Von Rasputin.” 

“Yes, my lord?” 

“To the restoration of the mystic state of Burgundy. It will be the model SS State. As 
ancient bards predicted, through the power of our example, we shall conquer the entire world. 
However, the Fuhrer has some far more direct ideas.” He raised his glass: 

“To the dream!” 

“To the dream!” 

They drank their toast, and put the glasses down. Von Sievers smiled and said: “The 
Future is ours to take.” 

Tanya raised her eyebrows as she leaned against the bar. She did a little circle with the 
ankle in her boot. 

“That is quite a machine you’ve got. You know, we could just travel into the future and 
take over there. “ 

“Maybe we will, if the war goes badly. Gennany could still lose this war, only to see her 
ideas triumph in another age.” 

“I see your little experiment was a success?” 

“Ya! That Time Grappler is quite a machine! Now we can just send a couple of men into 
the future and have them yank one of its inhabitants back in time any time we want to do so.“ 
“Like you did with that Englishman?” 

“Exactly, but we are still not sure about him.” 

“Why did you pick him?” 

“Well, according to our scientific racial theories, the England of the Future is one of the 
places where the coming Aryan Superman will roam. All our ‘mystic’ studies predict that, but 
they cannot tell us ‘how’ or ‘when’ that will come to be. 

With our time machine, all we aim it in a general direction, like early cannon. I am sure 
that someday, the accuracy will be much greater, but for now, well, we have to start somewhere. 



Today, travel in other dimensions such as that of time is sort of like throwing out a fish net into 
the sea. We can never tell what things we will dredge up. We could always get a great sea 
monster with giant tentacles, some sort of giant octopus that can crawl through our pipes, or a 
squid that will blind us all with its ink. Or something like that Englishman we caught in our time 
net. He does look like a slippery one.” 

“He doesn’t interest me, sweets. “ She kicked the air playfully with one of her booted 
feet. “He’s not my type. Now how’s about fixing me up with that Cowboy?” 

“I will see what can be arranged. Another dri nk ?” 

“Of course.” 

He poured her a drink. 

“I just love the sound of that liquid gold trickling into my drink. It makes my ears all 

tingly.” 

“That is the real alchemy of history, distilling hard drink. Then everything can turn to 
gold. What else could anyone want?” 

He smiled a Devilish smile. Gold glinted in one of his teeth. 

She smiled angelically and said: “There is something else. I really want to check out: 
that woman, Leapin’ Lynda Liberty.” 

“Why her? You have all the women in the prison camp to play with. That includes some 
very talented women.” 

“I want to get into her mind. I hear she is one of those Southern Christians from the Old 
Confederacy. They have meetings in tents where they heal people and speak in tongues and even 
handle snakes. Our own Lather Grigory Rasputin used to do such things in the woods of Russia. 
Speaking in tongues opens you up good. People even report seeing devils. I must leam ore about 
her Southern magic.” 

Von Sievers smiled at her in a mocking way: “Why would you want to see any other 
devils when you’ve got me?” 

“Just say I’m a sort of devil collector. Some people collect old coins, some save stamps. 
Me, I collect Devils.” 

“Do not forget where you were when I discovered you.” 

“Yeah.” She sighed. “I remember. I was working in an all night diner in Ohio. Us Von 
Rasputins had fallen on hard times.” 

He laughed at her, and words just rolled of his tongue: 

“Tanya VON Rasputin. It amuses me to hear you use the German prefix ‘Von’, for it is 
the very soul of aristocracy. I always thought that the mad Russian monk was a Siberian 
peasant.” 

“Lather Grigory was a priest, trained in magic by three men who had been exiled from Tibet. 
He gave them refuge when they fled north, and they repaid his kindness. He was the noblest of 
men. That is why I claimed him as my father.” 

There was laughter in his voice. “Since you don’t know who your real father is, you 
could pick anyone.” 

“So I picked the very best.” 

There was an awkward silence for a moment. She stood and did a little goose step. Then 
she stood and looked down as if seeing something. She ground her heel into the floor. “Out! Out! 
Damn cock roach!” 

She turned and did a crazy curtsy. She went on with a sugar sweet voice: 

“I once knew a ‘lady’ of the night. She had a client who liked boots. He would have her 
wear such dainty high - heeled booties just for him. They would stroll together through the 
parks, walking ann in arm. She would step where others feared to go, but where someone’s dog 
had gone. When they got back to their hotel, he’d lick her booties clean. How about it? You 



boast that you like new experiences.” 

“I thi nk I will pass on that.” 

“I thi nk it was those boots that gave her power. Boots! Beautiful boots, with hidden 
magic in them. Why does the Fuhrer always wear boots? And down below, in our own private 
concentration camp, boots are the badge of rank. Now is the world turned upside down, as shiny 
boots replace the diamond studded crown.” 

She sat down again. She slid another sip of French fire into her lips and then she leaned 
over to Von Sievers as if they had been old confidantes. Perhaps they were. 

“So tell me friend, what hold you have on Hitler.” 

“Hold?” 

“It is whispered that you have an ‘edge’ of some sort.” 

“Nonsense. We just believe the same things, that are all. He is interested in my racial 
anthropology.” 

“I have even heard it said that he is afraid of you.” 

“Hitler? He is the greatest magician in all Germany. It is even said that he could conjure 
up the very Devil. What has he got to be afraid of?” Von Sievers smiled again. 

“You. They say the sands of time are running out on him.” 

“Who says that?” 

“. . .the voices that come to me in the night. Voices from the other side. The angry nuns.” 

“Well, listen then, my little gypsy girl.” Von Siever’s voice grew hushed as he leaned 
into her. “I know the Fuhrer’s inner secrets. I have seen the days when his brute of a father 
would abuse his mother in the same way that Hitler now seeks to be abused himself. I know the 
darker passions of the conqueror of nations. If his starving soldiers on the Russian front could 
only see it. Imagine. The Leader of the Aryan Race, with a dumb blonde actress, sitting on his 
face!” 

“Don’t forget that I’m to be her understudy. I’ll bet his mustache would tickle my bum 
quite nicely. And where would I put that nice big nose? Teeheehee. 

But tell me, true. There is something more than that involved. I just know it.” 

“Many years ago, the Fuhrer wandered the streets, a homeless artist in a brown raincoat. 
In the gray drizzle days of his life, strange thoughts were bom in him. He began to haunt the 
musty stacks of libraries, arcane bookstores, and the like. There, he learned things that no one 
who knew of such things would ever teach him lest he unleash the dark beast within. In his heart, 
all the bitterness of the poor festered. He was obscure, just like so many other, homeless men. 

But he began to uncover the secrets of the Hidden Masters. In the late night, working as he 
always did, alone, he reached across into the unknown realms of darkness, and drew on hidden 
forces. 

Then did the drums of war roll on. Blood red battle flags snapped in the cold north wind. 
The very walls between dimensions weakened. Now things that should not have been are born 
again on earth. They come in all sizes, shapes, skins, sexes. They mingle with the mass of men, 
like salt in water. Hidden demons walk among us, mutants.” 

Now Von Sievers stood, and stepped back a bit. Then he poured himself another drink 
and turned and looked at the painting. Light from the fireplace put tiny fiery dancers in golden 
rooms of the decanter and their tall glasses. The Doktor stood silent for a moment. Then he 
spoke, again, in a sinister, hushed voice. 

“Fraulein Von Rasputin, that painting tasks me. Even the title is intriguing: ‘Faustus, the 
Magic Moment’. The artist was an early Gennan immigrant to Mexico. It is as if he brought the 
Volkish roots of Germany with him and transplanted them here. See the laughing face of Satan 
in the stormy clouds? See the white outline of his brow and beard? And down below the noble 
Dr. Faustus stands all alone leaning on a castle wall, looking off into the distance. 



How much he looks like Hitler! Yet that was painted long ago!” 

“What am I, then?” laughed Tanya. “I too have stood alone. Then you came to me, and 
now my dreams are coming true. Am I your female Doctor Faustus? Hmm, that painting looks 
like decadent art.” 

“Decadent art? It is no more decadent than Hitler wearing a suit of silver armor. Sometimes I 
thi nk that decadent art is anything that Hitler can’t paint.” 

“You take great liberties, Herr doktor.” 

“I know you won’t report me. And who would you report me too, anyway? Like some 
famous author said, ‘Who is to judge when the Judge himself is dragged before the bar?” He 
sipped and smiled. “But never mind that dark philosophy, Hitler has made his bargain. He has 
ridden high, just as Dr. Faustus did. Soon he must pay the price. 

The other day, I was with him in Berlin. He was in his hotel room, sleeping on a couch. 
He woke up with a start. He ran across the room. Pointing to an empty comer, he screamed: 
‘There! There! He is there! He has come for me! ’ The rest of us saw nothing.” 

“Tsk. Tsk.” Said Tanya, as she smiled a big white toothpaste add smile. Even here she 
could look as clean and wholesome as a county fair milk princess. “The Fuhrer just had a bad 
dream, that’s all.” 

“Or maybe someone, or something, really is coming after him. Something from another 
dimension? To collect a debt, perhaps? That is the hold I have on him. He thi nk s that I am a sort 
of go-between that he can use like a clever lawyer to stall off the debt collector. He thi nk s of me 
as Faustus’ Mephistopheles. And so I dress the part.” 

“And are you really Mephistopheles?” 

“I can be much more than Mephistopheles. Now I can control time itself!” 

“How did you ever got that Time Machine, anyway?” 

“Hitler is not the only lonely genius to walk the streets in dark obscurity. One day, 
something strange led me to an old bookstore. I found a scientific paper that had been printed 
privately by the author some years before. No one else would publish it because it was just too 
bizarre and colorful. I tracked the author down. He had written that strange paper in his youth. 
Now, his electric wild hair was as white as his lab coat. His name was Saren Nordman.” 

“Sounds Norwegian.” 

“ He is. Another genius from the land of Professor Nobel. It was easy for me to recruit 
him, for he was one of Quisling’s Vikings. We set him up at a secret laboratory on an island 
north of Iceland. In freezing winds and under the flashing lights of the Aurora Borealis, the 
atmosphere sparkles with strange energies. In that odd world the dead do not lie still. Through 
long nights, he tinkered with his wires and tubes. Through crackling static, he searched for what 
lies between the normal frequencies. At last he picked up voices coming from the other side. He 
had picked up the voices of those who had died and were now wandering in some nether region. 
He taped them for us. But that’s not all he found. The boundaries of Time and Death are closely 
inter - linked in this matrix universe of ours, like two portals, side by side. A Time Machine 
honed in on Saren Nordman.” 

“Your Time Machine?” 

“It came back from the future. It did take Dr. Nordman with it, but when it came back we 
were waiting. We captured the Time traveler who was in it.” 

“Who was that?” 

“Some mad Jew who wanted to prevent the Holocaust by shooting Hitler.” 
“What happened to him?” 

“He was made to tell us all about his Time Machine. When he was done, we 
arranged for him to disappear. POOF! UP THE CHIMNEY!” 

They both laughed, heartily. 



“Thanks to our good Jewish guest, we can now reach out into the future. The beauty of it 
all is that we can say that we invented this time machine. No one will ever know better, for the 
soap in my bathroom cannot speak. While others seek the Hidden Masters in Tibet, I will find 
them in the England of the Future.” 

She finished her glass and looked across the room. 

“I see my wrestling partner for the night is coming ‘round. It is time to take another fall 
out of her.” 

Suddenly, Paladin Lamb felt like he had a headache. From past experience in astral 
travel, he knew exactly what to do. He thought about returning to the physical body. Just like the 
snapping of fingers, he was back inside the sleeping Cowbow. 

Now the Cowboy really was asleep. As he slept, his mind was filled with visions of that 
strange woman Tanya. She was dressed in a green snakeskin body suit, seated on a giant 
mushroom in a steamy primeval forest. 



Chapter Twelve “The Love Machine” 


This night’s dinner passed them by somewhat more uneventfully than the previous 
evening’s Aryan Feast had done. This night, there were fewer officers present. They were 
not in dress uniform. And three of the head table were missing. The suave Angel De Valera, 
the businesslike Mr. Mitsu, and the Mephistopholean Herr Doktor Von Sievers were 
occupied elsewhere. Only the giant portrait of Adolf Hitler in the silver uniform of a 
mediaeval Knight in Armor and the ravishing redhead, Fraulien Von Rasputin remained to 
take charge of things. 

She did a cute curtsy to the “guests” and then said: “It is only in Valhalla that we 
have feasts every night. We are not yet dead and gone to Valhalla, so we only get a few 
glimpses of the better things to come.” 

Tanya Von Rasputin smiled sweetly. She was wearing a snowy white dress with 
padded shoulders, ice colored high heels, and a white pillbox hat that sat on her flaming red 
hair like a crown. She looked at Lynda Liberty as if she was sizing her up. Then she smiled 
at Cowboy Bob. 

“You do look much better in blue jeans than you did in that FooFs suit.” 

Over the course of the day, the Cowboy had managed to reclaim his blue jeans. As 
usual, they bulged in the right places. 

The White Russian woman’s voice was a soft as silk. She went directly for the 
Cowboy’s weak spot. “I hear you Americans like to go ‘whole hog’. Good. Tonight we will 
go ‘whole hog’. We’re going to eat the rest of those roast boars that we started on last night. 
Well, most of the rest of them. I saved the best parts to snack on later myself. Tee Heee.” 

Leapin’ Lynda leapt in front of Cowboy Bob and said: “ Thas mah Cowboy yer 
lookin’ over, lady.” Lynda had found a bright yellow and green dress - also with padded 
shoulders - that contrasted with her host’s outfit, like summer and winter. 

Tanya’s emerald green eyes sized Leapin’ Lynda up again as she said: “I hear they 
call you the barefoot contessa.” 

“Wanna find out why?” 

“Oh, I would be delighted to see what you look like barefoot. Perhaps we can 
arrange for a little private pedicure later on. Every fine lady should have beautiful feet for 
the peasants to admire.” 

She turned and walked away, with her high heels clicking sharply behind her. She 
stopped for an officer to light her cigar, and then coolly blew smoke into his face. 

Leapin’ Lynda stared at the woman in white, and said: “Ah jus cain’t reckon why, 
but thet thar lady reminds me of the time one o’ the boys at school done put a garter snake 
down the back o’ mah dress. Ah had to wash his face in hog slop to get even. Maybe thet 
uppity lady needs to git in a good old fashioned bum fight.” 

After that, the meal went smoothly. Well, sort of smoothly. Leapin’ Lynda did make 
quite a fuss by insisting that they all say Grace. To shut her up, Tanya ordered all the SS 
officers to join in. Smirking, they did so. Lynda muttered something about them “mocking 
God”, but the meal went on. 

Once again, desert was a cart full of cakes. Lynda chose a white cake covered with a 
chocolate sauce. She said she liked the color scheme. L”Esprit took a cake just like it, and 
said he, too, liked the color scheme. He looked into her eyes, long and deep, probing. 

“Yore lookin’ into mah eyes lak yo was trollin’ fer catfish.” 

“You do have nice eyes. For a white woman.” He said, as he looked away. 

Cowboy Bob managed to get four cakes on his plate while they were talking. 

Christmas Humphreys the seventeenth was uncharacteristically silent all through 



supper. 

After diner, the little group of “guests” was marched back to their guest room. And 
so they came to lie themselves down again, the early urban cowboy and the Shaolin monk 
from the future. As they settled down into their room, the Cowboy’s mind went blank. 
Paladin Lamb took over once again. 

“Well, Christmas, my erstwhile friend, shall we go astral traveling again?” 

“Yes, indeed we shall. We may as well team up. We have a common cause to help 
preserve intact the stream of history.“ 

The two men took themselves unto different fonns. The monk became a graceful 
lotus. The Paladin Lamb and cowboy’s body just lay down. Breath and count and 
countenance soon merged. Soon, two whiffs of smoke rose up like mist from a graveyard. 
Swirling smoke took shape, and soon, two astral forms stood where none had stood before. 
Both seemed to wear white silken robes that flowed like curtains in a gentle summer breeze. 
Christmas’ form was, well, just like Christmas’ earth bound body. Paladin’s astral body was, 
well, just like Paladin Lamb. Shorter than the Cowboy, he was heavily built with just a little 
mid life paunch on him. His face was rugged, craggy like the rocky mountains. His eyes 
looked street wise and old before their time. 

“So that’s what you really look like, mate? Oi see you’ve only got a bit more hair 
than Oi do on that crewcut head of yours, and Oi shave me head.” 

In this strange world set between dimensions, they spoke to each other by telepathy. 
In a sense, they were still in this world, but they were definitely not of it. 

Paladin was full of wonder, as if in flight. “I feel light and free. . .” He said. “Every 
time I do this, it feels different.” 

“It is different.” said Christmas. “Is this the first time you have joined another 
traveler on this side of darkness?” 

Paladin nodded. 

“In moi day we’ve found that it is much safer to use the buddy system for out of 
body travel. Just like you would if you was scuba diving.” 

“It does feel like scuba diving, when you’re getting neutral and weightless. Just like 
an astronaut in space.” 

Paladin floated through the air, doing a breaststroke. 

“No need fer swimming ‘ere.” Said Christmas. “Ave you forgot? It is the power of 
thought that moves you on this plane.” 

“Ah yes, of course. We are more like astronauts than swimmers as we move through 
this universal ether. But sometimes I do feel as if I were swimming, too. It is so hard to 
describe in earthly terms.” 

“But look and see. Like astronauts doing a space walk, we have our own umbilical 
chords.” 

They looked back at their silver chords that li nk ed them to the sleeping bodies that 
lay still below them. They were silent for a moment. 

Paladin Lamb broke the silence: “ What now, my lord?” 

“Right mate. Let’s see what the mistress of the castle is up to now. Oi thi nk s there 
may be more to her than meets the eye.” 

So they set off to search for her, moving as slow and silent as draft that wafted 
through the castle. The halls were empty and the bedrooms, still. The hour was getting late. 

They passed through Leapin’ Lynda’s bedroom. She was kneeling beside her bed, 
wearing a yellow nightgown. Paladin was embarrassed to hear her say her prayers. It felt 
like he was eavesdropping. 

“Lord, bless my enemies, fer they’s all sick puppies. And help thet strange lady 



Tanya, whatever her problem is. Help me to help her if Ah kin.” 

Then she lay down to sleep. The ghostly intruders floated on. 

At last they came across the lady of the house. She was lying in bed. She wore only a 
scarlet red corset and black nylon stockings. She looked up at the wall beside her bed. 

There, gruesome trophies of her amorous adventures were mounted as a hunter would 
mount trophies of the hunt. Only these were not the heads of her game. Six stuffed and 
mounted penises rose to great the eye. 

Tanya got up and walked across the room to a dresser. Above the dresser’s mirror 
was a giant oil painting of Rasputin wearing a purple robe. He was surrounded by naked 
maidens kneeling at his feet. He was sprinkling flowers on them. One of the girls, a redhead, 
looked like a younger version of Tanya. 

Tanya stared at the painting. She spoke as one in a trance would speak: 

“Father Grigory Rasputin, thank you for the hidden knowledge that you’ve given 
me. It is so nice to turn the flowers of my youth into perennials by riding the currents of our 
mother earth. You taught me how. Bringing the fires of sex energy to the fore but not 
releasing it, I feel like I can live in this strange energy glow forever. It is as your spirit 
taught us, just like an eternal flame that does not consume.” 

She opened a drawer in the dresser and took out what looked like a black stick about 
nine inches long. She kissed it and returned it to the drawer. 

“Much better than the Spear of Destiny, the scepter of Rasputin brings life, not 
death. ‘To live, to sin, to be forgiven for it. To drink deeply from the flagon of life.’ Such is 
the law you gave us, Father Grigory, such is the law of life.” 

She turned back to the trophies on her wall, and laughed. “Those fellahs look lonely 
up there. Well, they will have company soon. I have my eye on another cock for my trophy 
room.” 

She crossed her arms, hugging herself, rocking slowly back and forth. 

“Mmmm. Mmmm. It will be nice. But first I’ll make his lady into my slave. 

Barefoot Contessa? I will have a real live American contessa to paint my toe nails for me. 
MY Mephistopheles has done well by me. Much better than he ever did for old Faustus the 
fool. MY Mephistopholes has given me the fire of sex itself.” 

Suddenly, the astral figures were engulfed in a strange and lustrous lime green light. 
Tanya and her bedroom disappeared. A figure formed from within the light, a woman 
dressed in sky blue robes. She made the sign of peace. 

Her voice reminded one of the clear water of a mountain stream in springtime. She 
spoke softly: “Beware the False Grail, for it is the vessel of the Evil One, the False Prophet 
who comes dressed as a saint. They come from the land of liars, from the dimension of the 
deceivers, that some know as hell. Those who play with fire often get burned.” 

“An’ ‘ow do we know this ‘ere ‘False Grail’ when we see it?” 

“By the taste of the spirits inside.” 

“We gotta taste it first, my lady?” 

“It is only by tasting that you can truly know. I can see that you are brave enough to 
try anything. But be careful my children, of the dangers of inter-dimensional space. You 
never know what forces you are setting loose. But above all, beware lest you should enter 
the dimension of deception by mistake. It is like a giant market place, with everyone trying 
to fool his fellow man. Since you will never know who you can trust, you’ll be forever lost. 
And yet it looks just like this world you’re on. You will thi nk that you’ve come home, when 
you are really far away. Be careful, for the deceivers can also travel in inter-dimensional 
space. It is hard to tell such ones from Angels such as me.” 

“Who are you?” said Paladin Lamb. 



“I am who you want me to be.” 

“And who might that be?” said the Cockney. 

“You can call me Mary, Queen of Portugal. Before this night is through, you will 
travel to another time and hear my words again. You will walk in the green world of the 
future, but you’ll not be able to tell anyone about it when you return. It is like the spirit of 
your martial arts, or the lost ways of the Knights Templar. Each generation must discover it 
for themselves.” 

“Why us?” 

“Because you two are ready to step outside of time.” 

Then everything went blank, as if someone had cut the power to the computer. 

When the two men woke up they were back in their bedroom, in the bodies they had 
left behind them on this plane. There was a loud knocking at the door. A desperate voice 
cried out: “Pour T amour de Dieu, for the love of God, let me in!” 

Christmas walked over and opened the door. It was Angel de Valera, and the look on 
his face was full of the fear and desperation of one who had brought on his own damnation 
and wants to get out of the deal. His cheeks were pasty white and his skin glowed with 
sweat. His clothing was disheveled. Breathlessly, he spoke to them : “Please. Senor 
Cowboy. . .SHE says that YOU can be my tag team partner. Let me tag you in, for the sake 
of men everywhere. “ 

“What’s all this about, mate? Yew don’t look well, mate.” 

“I am involved in a diabolical contest. She who must be pleased has challenged me 
to defeat her love machine. Like a fool, I accepted. At least in love, a man can beat a 
machine. I had no idea what I was taking on.” 

“Well, mate, why should we care?” 

“Because I bet your skins on it. I was really confident, cocky, you know how it is. So 
I bet the skins of all the white men in our little wresting troop. If I lose, she’ll cover us all 
with tattoos and make herself a line of bathing suits with our skins.” 

“Bathing suits?” 

“ She says she already has enough lampshades made with human skin, so now she’s 
going to start collecting something else. And she read somewhere that you should try to get 
into the other person’s skin.” 

‘ You what? You bet our skins?” said Paladin as he dragged the Cowboy’s 
half asleep body over to join them. 

“Gambler’s are always betting stuff they do not own.” Said Christmas. “That’s one 
of the reasons that gambling will someday be banished from this earth. But first the world 
will ‘ave to suffer from it, so folks can learn to see that Devil for what it is.” 

“Well. . .’’said Angel, catching his breath, “ I was drunk. As usual. I really am a great 
lover of women, as good as any man. But she has made a love machine. It just goes on and 
on and on, because that’s all it ever does is have sex. I am just a mortal man. After awhile, I 
wear out. But she has given me another chance. She will let me play tag team with the 
Cowboy here. She will let me tag you in, and you can take my place.” 

“Your place?” asked the Cowboy, who had just come to. 

“’Ow cozy” added Christmas Humphreys the Seventeenth. “What sort of madness is 

this?” 

“ It is a love making contest that’s tougher than any wrestling match. Both man and 
machine make love to Tanya Von Rasputin. She is the sole judge of our performance.” 
“Clever. Whatever ‘appens, she can’t lose. Oi better not let me missus ‘ear about that sort 
of competition.” 

“ Please, senor Cowboy. Come and help me. I will make it up to you. I promise. I 



cannot go on any longer, we’ve been at it all night. My loins are limp and my tongue is 
growing sluggish and numb. How could I be so dumb as to think I was a match for her love 
machine. A1 that creature does is make love. Nothing else exists for it. It knows not the 
sweet release of wine, or even the simple passage of time. 

If you do not take my place, she will declare the machine to be the winner, and all 
our skins will be forfeit.” 

“Boy, this is sure some wild skins game you’re getting me into.” 

“You know, mate, if a machine can do that well, then maybe the male sex ain’t 
needed no more. We could be as obsolete as a gasoline engine in the twenty second 
century”. 

“Come with me, good friends. She who must be pleased is waiting for us. ..with that 
infernal machine of hers, a hellish thing that used to be a man.” 

Christmas laughed. “Well, it sounds like she is milking things for all they’re worth, an’ 
gettin’ a good squirm out of it. Whatever ‘appens, she comes out ahead. Or at any rate, she 
comes.” 

Angel gasped: “Yes, she comes, and comes, and comes, and keeps on coming thanks to 
that machine of hers.” 

Christmas Humphreys, obviously amused by it all, patted Cowboy Bob on 
the backside the way that NFL football players do to say hello to each other. He said: 

“Come on, mate. Let’s go serve the lady a good slab of prime American beef.” 

So the trio of intrepid adventurers set forth along the dim deserted castle 
corridors. Turning a corner, they came to an open door. Framed in that door, a woman stood, 
her arms folded impatiently. She wore a bright red dressing gown, high red boots, and 
nothing else. 

“What took you so long?” 

“I had to explain our little bet.” Said Angel. 

“Well, now Cowboy,” she purred at him, “let’s see how well you can ride.” 

Cowboy Bob, back in control, stuttered: “Ah gotta be loyal to mah gal, Leapin’ 

Lynda Liberty. Ah swore to be true to her.” 

Tanya giggled: “You’ve sworn to be true to her?” 

“Ah shore have. On the Bible, too.” 

“And she swore to be true to you, too, I’ll bet.” 

“She didn’t have to. Like she told me, gals is different from guys. They don’t get 
tempted so easy.” 

“That problem is easy enough to solve. I’ll just put a potatoes sack over my head, 
and you can pretend that I am Leapin’ Lynda Liberty. That way, you won’t be being 
disloyal to her.” 

Christmas chuckled: “ So it’s the old potato sack over the ‘ead trick, eh? 

In moi day, doctors use that sort of thing to ‘elp overcome racial prejudice. After 
she’s ‘ad a good lovin’ up, they takes the bag of an’ she sees that ‘er lover is a member of 
the race she ‘ates. It’s really quite effective, after the lady calms down a bit an’ stops cryin’ 
an’ all. After the treatment is over, not many ladies keep on wi’ racist talk, that’s for sure!” 
Tanya stood up to her full height. She gave a haughty sneer and said: “The sack over the 
head trick will be a sentimental journey for me. I haven’t made love with a bag over my 
head since I was sweet sixteen. Back then, I seduced this farm boy that I found wandering 
lost in the woods. I told him that if he didn’t like my freckles, he could put a potato sack 
over my head. So he did. It was real neat. In the darkness of my potato sack, I could pretend 
that he was a handsome forest spirit. And I didn’t have to look at his pimply face while he 
did his thing to me.” 



Christmas chirped in: “You might say she was a bag lady before the age of bag ladies.” 
“Come on in, gentlemen. I’ll have the servants fetch a potato sack from the castle 
kitchen.” 

There was a great THUD. Cowboy Bob fainted. 

For a moment, there was stunned silence. All eyes focused on the limp form of the 
Cowboy, lying crumpled on the floor like a sack of potatoes. Slowly, that limp form began 
to stir. 

While it had been Cowboy Bob who fainted, it was Paladin Lamb who awoke. The 
first sight that greeted him was Tanya’s red booted foot as she stood beside his head. His 
eyes traveled upward, like a pair of snakes crawling up her glistening body. At last, his 
sparkling blue eyes met her glowing green eyes, and their twin energies locked in silent 
embrace. 

She whispered: “ I could tell that you had something inside of you, some inner 
Devil that I need to know.” 

Paladin Lamb could remember the lilting voice of his Sifu as she told him the inner 
truth of Tantric love. This she told him: “The secret is to become the other person. If we 
really become one with them, then we also become them. Then you will really love your 
neighbor as yourself.” 

An inner voice told him: “Put yourself in the woman’s boots. That would be better 
than having Tanya put herself in your skin.” 

For a second, he saw a vision of Tanya Von Rasputin wiggling into a fleshly 
bathing suit made from his skin. He swallowed hard. Well, he had best get hard to work on 
her. 

He began by using his fingers to lightly brush her forearm as he whispered to her: 
’’Let my fingers become little spiders crawling all over your skin. I will weave a silken web 
with your inner energies so that you will wander with me forever in the dark web of your 
dreams.” 

“You speak in riddles, but that turns me on inside.” 

Now Tanya gently took his arm. She lightly rubbed her fingers over 
his bulging biceps. Then she turned her back to him and smiled. Their yes met once again. 

Tanya Von Rasputin’s voice was teasing, almost taunting him: “If the fire 
between your thighs comes close to that within your eyes, this will be an interesting night. 
Come on, it’s time for you to meet your opponent in our little contest. He has already 
performed quite well, but as you will soon see, he is already ready to go again.” 

As the other men stood back and watched, she walked across the 
room to a big oak door. She opened it. 

“Behold my masterpiece, better than anything that Dr. Frankenstein could 
imagine. But then, he was a man, so what do you expect?” 

Inside the closet, the naked body of what looked just like a man sat 
peddling an exercise bike, moved by wire from above, just like a wood puppet. The top of 
the head had been replaced by a metal box, a silver dome that sat on the top of his head like 
a soldier’s helmet. 

She took a small brown box and began to work the controls on it. With jerky 
movements, the fleshly love machine responded, doing a funny little dance with its hips 
undulating. 

“Hey, it’s just like Elvis will move in the future. ’’Said Paladin Lamb. “Neat.” Then 
he said to her: “Where did you get the body parts?” 

“They came from a Rabbi. I chose him from a number of prisoners I saw taking a 
shower while I was inspecting the castle’s concentration camp. He did seem to have good 



equipment where it counted. 

When I sent for him, he told me some old Hasidic legends, like the story of the 
Golem. So I made him into one. Well, sort of. I cut out the parts of his brain that were not 
geared for making love. Now all he can thi nk about is sex.” 

Christmas gasped: “What ‘appened to the rest of ‘is brain?” 

“I fed it to the dogs.” 

The Buddhist monk then sighed and shrugged his gaunt shoulders: “Many’s the 
man who has dreamed of becoming a love machine. I guess this fellow made it.” 

Tanya snapped defensively: “He satisfies me.” 

Christmas whispered to Paladin: “Look ‘ere, mate, if you want to win this thing, 
give her a chameleon job.” 

“A what? “ 

“A chameleon job. You try to change color with your surroundings, just like a 
chameleon does. Women who ‘ave ‘ad this treatment say it is like ‘avin’ a ‘undred lovers all 
at once.” 

“That should be just about right for her.” 

“Come, Cowboy, let me take you ‘round the world.” 

“’Round the world?” said Christmas, “that’s quite an order. Let’s see now. There’s 
French sex, done in the vineyard with lips and tongues. There’s British sex, fresh from 
riding on the hunt. They do it usin’ riding crops an’ boots. ‘Tally Ho’ an’ all that. An’ every 
school boy knows about Greek sex, especially if they lives in Church run boarding schools. 
Then there’s Gennan sex, done with beer and sausages. But the best of all is American sex. 
The man gets on top an’ plays with his revolver. When ‘e climaxes, ‘e yells ‘bang! Bang! 
An’ ‘is lady fakes it.” 

“No wonder they didn’t get gun control” quipped Paladin Lamb. “It’s too much like 
birth control for their liking.” 

Paladin went to work on her. “round and ‘round and ‘round the world they went. 

“Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes.” 

Just as it seemed the lady would never relent, he pulled the ace from up his sleeve. 
He made Angelic love to her. 

What is Angelic love? 

It is a fire brought down from the Heavens above, as lovers embrace in many 
dimensions all at once, just like the angels do. Its energies glow like a wann sun in summer, 
and the audience share in the lovers’ ecstasy. For a split second, one that seems like all 
eternity, the two become beings of light, and. Crossing over, each becomes the other. 

After, as they lay in peace beside each other, their breath now came as one. She 
said: “No mere machine of flesh could make love like that. Tomorrow I am going to scrap 
my love machine.” 



Chapter Thirteen: “All fall down” 

Tanya’s face again became like unto that of an angel. Sounding like the social director 
on a cruise ship, she barked: “OK everybody. We’ve had our sex. Now, let us get good and 
drunk to celebrate!” 

She led the little group over to a bar that stood in the corner of the room. She poured 
herself a drink in a dark red shot glass and downed it in a gulp as she said: “Here’s to us, 
Cowboy! We are the greatest tag team in the history of sex!” 

She turned to face her newest lover, and said: “Cowboy, c’m’ere.” 

“I don’t drink.” 

“How can you live without drinking?” 

She got a cigar from the top of the bar. Gleefully, she licked it all over, then bit off the 
end and spat it out. She tossed some matches to the cowboy as the others in the room, led by 
Angel, helped themselves to the booze. 

“Here, Cowboy. You lit my belly up. Now light my cigar.” 

In his fingers, the match seemed to explode in a blaze of fire, and soon the end of her 
cigar glowed like the coals of smoky hell. 

She blew smoke at him, and purred: “Thank you.” 

For a split second, Paladin in the Cowboy saw her face become the image of the devil. It 
glowed red. Harsh lines betrayed long years of sin. The devil face laughed, and turned away 
towards the bar. Then, Tanya was herself again. 

She downed a drink, and got herself another. Then she poured a third one for herself, and 
said: “Ah, that’s better. Sometimes it takes a couple just to settle my tummy turns down.” 

She sat cross legged on a bar stool as if nothing had happened. In Paladin’s imagination, 
she became a lizard demon sitting on a toadstool in some steamy primeval bog. Her voice 
brought his attention back to this dimension. She sat back, and said, regally: 

“I love to smoke. It’s a power trip. Here is fire, man’s greatest enemy, and I control it at my 
fingertips.” 

She inhaled, causing the end of the cigar to glow brightly. She raised her now full shot 
glass once again, and looked it over as firelight sparkled in the dark red brown liquid. She said, 
reverentially, “Holy liquid, sacred fire, fire to match the blazing furnace in my belly. My womb 
is hot as hell, and I feel as if I could give birth to legions of the damned!” 

She drained it and poured another shot. Then she took a swig directly from the bottle. 
Then she rudely scratched herself as she laughingly said: “It I itch, I scratch.” She belched, and 
added: “Many women would just sit here and itch. It’s the image, you know. But I follow the 
law of the Great Beast. ‘Do what thou wilt.’ That is the law of the beast. What law do you 
follow, Cowboy?” 

There was a brief silence. He was at a loss for words. She inhaled and blew out smoke in 
a slow, sexy way. She said: “I am basking in the afterglow of your love. Perhaps a little music? 
Like putting sauce on pudding, ya? “ 

She walked unsteady to an old gramophone. She shakily got a black vinyl record from 
under the machine, and put it on. 

Angel now came up to the bar. He drained a bottle and began to look for another one. He 
settled for some cognac. 

Tanya turned and said: “Cowboy, I thi nk they wrote this song about me. Listen, and tell 
me what you think.” 

The music came up, loud, but crackling, as if someone were reaching from another 
dimension: 

“Underneath the lantern, by the barrack gate, 

Darling, I remember, the way you used to wait.” 



The music was somehow jarring, like the tinkling of an ice cube in an empty glass at 4 
am. 

’’Come here, Cowboy. Rub my neck.: 

As he did so, the record continued: 

“MY Lilly of the valley, 

My own Lilly Marlene.” 

“That’s nice, Cowboy. I do have a graceful neck. Do you thi nk the allies will have a nice 
noose for it someday? Will anyone be there to watch my toes twitch while I strangle?” 

The song went on. And Tanya Von Rasputin went on, and on and on. She was drinking 
and talking to everyone and no one all at once: 

“Spiritus! That’s Latin for alcohol. The same word as ‘spirit’. No wonder they talk about 
strong drink as being ‘spirits’. It can open the doorway to another universe. It always has. From, 
the earliest times. I have seen the SS reports on it, so it must be so. Even the old Yogis of India 
first found their way using liquid SOMA. Only later did they discover other ways to ecstasy. 

Some day, when the Third Reich had conquered India, I want to go there. I understand 
that there is a special kind of Yoga sex they practice. Cowboy, that sounds sort of like what you 
just did to me.” 

She took a gulp of something directly from the bottle, then went on: “Men! You don’t 
want real women, You want Valkyries! That is why you put us in your legends. And what is the 
first thing a Viking warrior would see, after his death? The foot of his Valkyrie, her shiny booted 
foot!” 

She put the same record on again, got another drink, sat down again. She finished her 
cigar, and got another, and had her lover light it for her once again. 

Through the sliver smoke, she whispered to him: “What is the secret of your sexy skills, 
my magic man? Oooo. . .it is a secret, so you will not say. But you got inside my mind today. 

And I was inside yours. I could feel your orgasm at the moment I felt my own, like we were one 
creature, a beast with two backs. It was wild. Just like hearing Adolf Hitler speaking. 

You know, they say that, for the Fuhrer, making a speech is like having sex. His words 
become a great white worm from another dimension, crawling among the souls of his audience. 
As Mein Kamf suggests, the masses are like hungry virgins, waiting to be filled. 

Who knows what all those speeches will give birth to? ” 

She inhaled her cigar, and, once again, blew smoke. 

“You know, the best thing about getting drunk is that a qal can belch and fart like a 

man!” 

She picked up a brown bottle and stared at it, saying: “Mmmm. See the light? There are 
little devils dancing in that bottle. Maybe they will enter my womb, and I will give birth to a 
legion of demons from the dark side. You know, I thi nk I’m getting drunk a bit. Bitte. Bitte. 
Please. . . Auf Viedersien, my big juicy bratwurst!” 

And with that, Tanya Von Rasputin passed out at her lover’s feet. With a final 
brave effort, she reached over and kissed his cowboy boot. Then she nodded off. 

Across the room, Angel De Valera was moving, sort of slow and snake like. He was 
drinking dregs from any bottles he could find. His speech was slurred. He said: 

“Thank you, my gracious friend. You have loved my lady’s body to the living end. 
You’ve done so well, they’ll copy you all over hell. “ 

With that, he, too, passed out. 

Soon, only the Cowboy and Christmas Humphreys the Seventeenth were left standing. 
They looked at each other. Paladin, still running things in the Cowboy’s body, said: “Now, 
here’s our chance to escape.” 

Christmas smiled and said: “It is best we find that ‘Time Grabber Machine.” 



“But where is it?” 

“We will ‘ave to use our instincts, just like they taught you to do in your remote viewing 
classes back at Stargate.” 

“How did you know about that?” 

“Oi read yer mind, mate.” 

“Oh.” Said Paladin Lamb, the man from the future, now a bit deflated. No matter how far 
you get, there’s always someone ahead of you on the scale of evolution. He felt that he was 
supposed to read other people’s minds. They were not supposed to read his. 

“Come on. Let’s go before the guards realize that we’re on the loose.” 

Paladin did a fast frisk of Angel and came up with a Swiss army knife and a small pencil 
sized flashlight. They quickly left the room., and started down the long winding corridors of the 
castle, dimly lit by gaslight. 

They came to a place where the corridors crossed. They heard a sound ahead of them, 
and quickly hid in the shadows cast by a nearby laundry cart. 

“Shh.” Said Christmas Humphreys. 

“Shh.” Said Paladin Lamb. 

Two figures came strolling along the other hall way, the larger one in front. 

L’Esprit Negre was the leader. Sweat glistened on his grinning face. He wore a robe of 
red and gold, and nothing else. 

The figure that followed him like a shadow was Leapin’ Lynda Liberty, her yellow 
bathing suit shining bright. As she passed through a shaft of light, her pale flesh seemed to glow, 
just as it did in the wrestling ring. She was out of breath, and she looked tired, but she had a 
strange smile on her face. She was carrying what looked like an empty potato sack. 

She whispered to Ahmed Ali: “Ah jus’ loves yore sloppy kissin’ Ah kin taste the bacon 
sandwich yo just ate.” 

“That was just to remind you that a woman’s place is in the kitchen. Cookin’ breakfast.” 

“Kisses lak that will make cookin’ breakfast lots more fun. “ 

His sensuous lips spread wide in a big grin, as if he was laughing at some private joke. 
The two passed right by the laundry cart and continued on their way, without seeing the two 
escapees that were hiding behind it. 

When they were gone, Paladin lamb said, under his breath: “Sneaky bastard. I thi nk he’s 
trying to get her into bed.” 

“Maybe ‘e’s already done so, mate. It makes you wonder. If things gets nasty now, which 
side will Leapin’ Lynda be on? She does seem to like his used bacon sandwich.” 

The two men looked at each other in silence for a moment. The Christmas Humphreys 
said: “Lets get on with it.” 

Once again they moved along the darkened corridors. Now, some instinct did seem to 
draw them on. As they passed a cleaning closet, Christmas Humphreys got out a broom. He held 
it up in front of him. He began to move it slowly, back and forth, as if it were a mine detector. 

“What are you doing now, Christmas?” 

“Oi am dowsing. In moi day, dowsing is part of the training of a remote viewer. Yew 
know, there’s dowsing for water, and then there’s dowsing fer other things like Time Machines. 
If water gives off vibrations that we can read, some sort of electromagnetic thingamabob, then a 
Time Machine will do so too. 

‘Ere. Oi thi nk Oi ‘ave something.” 

They followed the trembling broom along. Eventually, it let them to exit the main 
building. It drew them to a ‘round and windowless tower that was covered with moss. 

“Oi feels such desolation ‘ere. Oi bet this is where the local priests walled up their 
pregnant nuns. Those women must a felt so ‘opeless, wi’out even the benefit of clergy as they 



starved to death.” 

“I feel it, too. Like some places absorb vibrations from the spirits that walk among them. 
It’s as if misery can leave a stain.” 

Slowly, they walked around the base of the windowless tower. 

“’Ere. Let’s try this.” Christmas pointed to a nearby manhole cover. 

“I’ll take care of it. “ said Paladin Lamb as he discovered a lock. He got out his newly 
acquired pocket knife and quickly picked the lock. 

“’’Unofficial entry’. It’s part of basic training at police college for the RCMP.” 

“Of course.” 

“It’s got to lead to something important, or they wouldn’t put a lock on it.’ 

They bent over, and, with much effort, twisted loose the massive manhole cover. They 
grunted as they lifted it. Paladin got out the pocket flashlight, and shone it down the hole. They 
could see a ladder leading down to an under ground tunnel. They descended, with Christmas 
Humphreys the Seventeenth going first. Paladin stood above, ready to pounce on anyone in the 
tunnel who might jump his partner. No one did. 

Christmas stood about six foot underground and looked up. He beckoned with his right 
hand. Paladin followed him down the ladder, and they began to explore the tunnel. It led towards 
the windowless tower. The slate air was damp and there was the putrid smell of something 
rotten. 

The tunnel came to an end at an old stairway that spiraled up into the darkness above 
them. They started slowly upwards. 

Then they could smell incense. They came to a small landing, and another door. Another 
lock to pick. 

This door opened with a creak that reminded Paladin Lamb of old bones. A dim lime 
green light shone from the room in front of them. 

They entered. 

Before them stood a crystal object that looked like a gigantic goblet with several seats 
inside. It was the source of that strange green light. There was a set of steps beside it leading to 
an entrance at the top. 

They looked at each other, and both said at once: “What have we got to lose?” 

They climbed into the object. 

Inside, they found what looked like a control panel of some sort. 

Christmas pushed a button. 

There was a whirring sound. 

“Oi think Oi saw something like this in a museum once.” He said, as he began to tinker 
with some controls. Strange lights began to flash around them. The room began to shake. 

“’Hey mate, did you ever thi nk that the “Oly Grail might be a Time Machine?” 

A lime green mist enveloped them. Then they were surrounded by stars and even 
galaxies, as they seemed to fly through space at an incredible speed. 

Paladin said: “ Cool. That reminds me of a trip I took on purple microdot acid.” 

“What’s that, mate?” 

“Purple Microdot? It’s, well, sort of like the SOMA that the ancient Yogis used to jump 
start them on their road to ecstasy. Like the magic mushrooms of old Mexico.” 

There was an explosion, and darkness came upon them. 



Chapter Fourteen: Green Visions 


As the stars vanished from inside their brains, their eyes began to focus. They could feel 
that it was warm: a gentle breeze caressed them. They were outside, in some sort of park. There 
was green grass growing all around them, and they were surrounded by strange looking trees. To 
their right, a small wood bridge crossed a tiny running stream. A flight of cardinals passed 
overhead. All was calm. 

There was no sign of their Time Machine. 

Paladin Lamb put out an ann and saw that he still controlled the Cowboy’s body. He 
looked down at his body. He was still wearing blue jeans. And Christmas Humphreys the 
seventeenth still wore his monkish habit, too. They were sitting now, as if they were just getting 
up from a little sleep. 

Paladin Lamb stood first, and wiped dust from the seat of his pants. 

Christmas Humphreys smiled and said: “We’d best be incognito ‘til we finds out where, 
and when, we are.” He then got up. 

“Where to?” 

“Pick any way, it’s all the same when you’re totally lost. ‘Ey, what’s this?” 

Christmas spotted a park bench off a ways. There was something white on it. He strode 
towards the bench, with Paladin trailing close behind. As they got nearer, they could make out a 
rumpled white form. It was an abandoned newspaper. Christmas went over and picked the paper 
up. 

“’Ere, let’s ‘ave a look. Newspapers never lie when it comes to the date on ‘em.” 

He read from the front page: “April 17, 2505. Well, well, we ‘ave landed ourselves in 
interesting times. “ 

He handed the paper to Paladin. 

In the headlines, bold black letters seemed to scream: “PSI warfare sank Russian sub!” 

There was a colour photograph of a sunken submarine tinted green by the aquatic depths. 
Below that, a story told of how new information had just been revealed by a defector from the 
Islamic Republic of Turkistan. He had been granted anonymity and a place in the United 
Nations Witness Protection Program. According to his story, the sinking of the Russian super 
sub “Yeltsin” five years ago had not been an accident as had been claimed. Two hundred crew 
had died that day, and all the world had watched the futile rescue efforts on television. 

Now, it seems there had been subtle sabotage, set up in a new and frightening way. It had 
been psychic sabotage, the work of a single PSI warrior. She was a whirling dervish working for 
“Atta International’, an Organization out to bring back the good old days in central Asia. A sub 
headline read: “From Afghanistan with Love.” 

While sitting in purdah in her native land, her spirit had taken flight like an invisible 
missile that even Star Wars technology could not stop. She had taken over the mind of a drunken 
Russian sailor while he slept. It is always easier to possess someone when they are drunk. When 
he got up, she was inside him. Once she acclimatized herself, she took over his body. Reporting 
for duty, the sailor sat down as usual, and pushed a few buttons. As the woman’s spirit returned 
safely to her own body in Afghanistan, a top secret “super-fast” torpedo exploded in its tube, and 
the Russian super-sub was lost. 

Apparently in this time period there was an undeclared war going on, off and on, 
between Christian Mother Russia and her Moslem neighbors. Finally, the full horror of PSI 
warfare had hit home. It gave Paladin cause for thought. Not only was he controlling the body of 
another man, he remembered in PSI warfare class that they were trying to learn how to do just 
that sort of remote mind control. Remote viewing was only the beginning of PSI warfare. 

The story had a human interest angle. It told of divers finding a crew man’s body, and a 



diary that told of their desperate wait for help that never came. The man had ended, writing of 
how he would love to see his mother one more time. 

The final paragraph told about a special team of psychics that had been set up by 
Interpol: a psychic posse to catch a PSI outlaw. 

The man whose mind had been taken over had been killed in the initial explosion. With 
him died any chance of proving guilt in a traditional court of law. Legal scholars were fonning a 
ring on the Internet to try to devise new rules for psychic torts. 

The defector had said that the woman was kn own only as “Fatima”. She is believed to 
have come to America with her handler some six months ago, mission unknown. Like so many 
immigrants, they had gone underground. 

“So PSI warfare has come down to this?” asked Paladin, without expecting an answer. 
“Mate, it’s just a part of evolution. We’re gonna ‘ave to learn to control these sorts of 
powers, or we’ll share the fate of Old Atlantis and wind up under the South Pole Ice.” 

“In my mind, I can see that submarine, and hear the unanswered prayers of its crew.” 

“It’s all karma, mate. Oi read the Akashic records once, an’ Oi tell you it is all karma. It’s 
what ‘appened to them priests what walled up the nuns in Mexico. They ‘ad the same sort of 
thing ‘appen to them when they was reborn an’ got all walled up in that su nk en submarine. 
That’ll teach ‘em not to wall up their nuns the next time around.” 

Paladin looked back at the newspaper as he said: “We know what time period we’re in. 
Let’s see now, the local news section should tell us where we are. Holy Toledo! That Time 
Machine had blown us all the way from Texas to Toledo. Hey, check this out! The Mud-Hens 
are playing baseball this afternoon.” 

“Come back down to earth, mate. We’ve got work to do.” 

“Like what?” 

“We’ve got to get ourselves to one of the safe ‘ouses for Time Travelers. In this 
enlightened age, there are such places set up, though the general public doesn’t know about ‘em 
yet.” 

“Safe houses for Time Travelers? ” 

“Sure. In this day and age, the governments still keep it all a secret so as not to confuse 
the masses. The ordinary man in the street just could not ‘andle it. But by the year 2505, Time 
Travelers from me own times ‘ad secret Flying Saucer ports ‘id all around the world. 

You know, it sort of makes me laugh to think about it. Some of the brightest minds goin’ 
back in the 21 st century said that Time travel couldn’t ‘appen ‘cause we aint seen no tourists 
from the future. That presupposes that time tourists from the future wants to be seen. If we was 
seen, the fuss it could cause would ruin any vacation. Can you imagine all the folks that would 
want tips on the stock market? Why, you’d never get a moment’s peace! 

So we set up these ‘ere safe ‘ouses. So cheer up. We’ll get ourselves to one such ‘ouse, 
an’ contact me own time in the future. They’ll send back the Green Girlies to take care of them 
nasty Nazis. Then we can just sit back an’ watch the fun.” 

“Sounds easy.” 

“Come on, mate. Let us be off. The game’s afoot an’ all that.” 

Paladin Lamb, following, had a hard time keeping up with Christmas Humphreys’ 
forceful stride. 

Soon they saw what looked to be a tiny yellow pavilion in the distance. As they drew 
near, they could see that the roof was covered with dandelions. Several empty chairs told them 
that the place was deserted. 

On the walls were paintings of mediaeval Knights in Armor, jousting before their ladies 
fair. There were swords and shields and even mace and chain. 

“This looks crazy, Christmas. Like a world where time has gone mad.” 



“Not at all, mate. Not at all. You see, in this age, few folks ‘ave actually traveled in time. 
The tricks of the time travel trade were known only to a few governments and a handful of 
international corporations. But the public craved it, so they invented a sort of time travel for the 
more mundane. You stay in the same real time. You just go physically to a village where 
everyone who lives there has decided to go back in time. You can choose from many different 
ages-the Mediaeval one was one of the most popular. So was Native North American, Oi thi nk . 

It all started with what was called creative anachronism, where folks dressed up like Knights and 
ladies and ‘ad banquets and tournaments, and what not. But they ‘ad to give up the witch 
burnings. Too ‘ot to ‘andle, an’ the wiccan lobby just wouldn’t stand for it. 

‘Blessed be.’ An’ all that. 

You can see what the study of ‘istory led to in this park. Well, anyways, this ‘ere park 
does look to be one of the areas where everyone lives in the middle ages.” 

As if to confirm his words, a Knight in Armor mounted on horseback and carrying a 
lance, rode by. He wore silver annor and a red cape flowed behind him. 

“Yep. This ‘ere park looks like a rich man’s mediaeval toy room. 

In these years, there was lots of these ‘ere time parks around. In moi day, we went way beyond 
that so we could really go back in time for our ‘olidays, but this is where it all started. What does 
it say about an age, when most folks that live in them years wished they lived in other times? But 
then again, that’s always been true. Look at ‘istoric romance literature. ’Ow many of them old 
twentieth century suits would rather be Captain ‘Oratio ‘Omblower?” 

“Christmas, you might just pass for a mad monk here, but don’t you thi nk I’ll stand out a 

little?” 

“Not to worry. They’ll just thi nk you wandered over from the nearest cowboy town.” 

“’Ere we go.” Said Christmas, as he reached over to a wall to touch a small black box. He 
picked it up. It began to glow a bright violet color. 

“What’s that you’ve got there, Christmas?” 

“Don’t you recognize a simple telephone?” 

He began to push a series of buttons, as if entering a long code that he knew by heart. 

Paladin Lamb looked on in silent awe struck wonder as a part of the ‘phone’ sprang open 
to eject a small gold plastic card. 

“What is that, Christmas?” 

“Another logical extension of your times, me lad. Oi just dialed up a credit card. In these 
days, they don’t ’ave no money no more. Oi do ‘ave contacts in this age. Oi used to live ‘ere as 
part of a ‘istory course Oi took in college. Folks from moi age freely walk amongst the 
unsuspecting people of this age. We not only ‘ave a series of safe ‘ouses ‘ere, we’ve got special 
credit card accounts set up, just in case someone gets into trouble. If you got money it always 
‘elps. An’ credit cards is money now. So let’s dial up a bus an’ ‘ead over to one of our safe 
‘ouses.” 

He pushed a few more buttons. 

A mechanical voice said: “We’ll send a bus right over to you. Thank you for thinking of 
Toledo Transit.” 

Then Christmas said: “Our aerobus will be right along.” 

Paladin followed Christmas over to a small platform that stood just outside their pavilion. 
They stood there, bathed in summer sunlight. 

Paladin sighed: “Grandfather sun is sure familiar. He’s the same in every time period. 
There are some things that do not change. And I still feel a nice gentle breeze blowing on my 
ann, like Lady Nature’s breath.” 

Soon, a black shape appeared on the green horizon. It drew nearer. It looked like a tiny 
plastic bug floating through the air. It drew nearer, and you could see it was some sort of bus 



with a driver sitting up front. It came to a stop right in front of them. A glass lid flipped open to 
reveal a row of empty seats. 

They boarded the small van and sat on the benches. The top came down, and they were 
off flying over green grassy park land. Everything was fresh and green and even the sidewalks 
looked very clean. 

“It’s so clean?” said Paladin Lamb. 

“In the second Gulf war, Iraq found a way around the Star Wars defense system by 
sending genns on ‘uman carriers who came on foot. As part of their defense system, to avoid 
spreading pestilence, the Americans ‘ad to clean the place up. Once they got it clean, they 
decided that they liked it that way.” 

“Wow! A clean America. I didn’t thi nk it was possible.” 

“Some times it takes a war to get people to do things.” 

Paladin noticed that the driver of their vehicle. Her red hair was close cropped in a crew 
cut, and her slim body was covered with a silver jump suit that fit like a coat of paint. She was 
operating a control panel and a steering wheel located to her right hand side, and had a clear 
bubble of glass in front of her so the earth seemed to pass just beneath her silver slippered feet. 

It looked as if driving the bus would give one the impression of flying, like riding at the front of 
a speed boat, or on a flying carpet. It was sort of thrilling to think about it. He thought of asking 
her if he could drive for awhile, but decided that it might make them look conspicuous. 

As they sat down, Paladin said softly to his friend: “Boy, in my time that sort of off 
center control was experimental. I’d really like to drive this sucker.” 

Christmas anticipated, or maybe read, his thoughts, and said: “You wouldn’t recognize 
the controls. Everything is different now. Even America ‘as gone metric.” 

“We are flying over fields of grass.” 

“They ‘ave done away with concrete roads. A field of grass will not get pot ‘oles in the 
winter.” 

Above them, in the clear blue sky, a giant dirigible just floated by. A gold glow shone 
from its top. 

“Now folks ‘ave learned ‘ow to slow down a bit an’ enjoy life. Air transportation 
between cities is mostly by balloon. See that light? It’s solar energy. The balloon collects its own 
fuel from the sky. They’ve done away with fossil fuels. Though they nearly ‘ad to fight a war 
with Texas and Alberta Canada to get rid of such. ‘Seems the Oil men ‘ad been bribin’ the auto 
companies not to make electric cars, so they could keep on sellin’ oil. They’d do anything for 
profit, an’ they nearly destroyed the world because of it. 

Nowadays the sky fills all their needs. The sun gives energy. So does the wind. You 
know, they even got lots of wind in Texas an’ Alberta! So now they still sells energy, only they 
manufactures it instead of pullin’ it out of the ground. It all began with this ‘ere Texas Windmill 
company. 

An’ so now, the cough of the asthmatic is a thing of the past. 

The democratization of energy ‘as set us all free.” 

The great dirigible turned away, and they could see its golden back light up. 

“Solar collectors.” Said Christmas. “When exposed to the sun on a cross country run a 
really big balloon will gather so much energy that it can recharge the generators at an airport 
when it lands. You see, the world is very different now.” 

“Sounds like a dream world.” 

“It ‘as its nightmares, too. The forces of the dark side keep pace with the new technology. 
Witches no longer ride on brooms when they can rocket through other dimensions and travel 
through time. No doubt the deceivers that Our Lady warned us about are everywhere, unseen, in 
this new world. They’ve taken on new fonns, that’s all.” 



They passed another vehicle. This one was also floating by. At the front it had bulging 
glass bubbles that looked like insect’s eyes. It’s long lean body was a dragonfly blue. 

Christmas nudged his guest, and pointed to the other car. 

“Now that’s a modem classic car. It’s called a ‘Viet Nam Chopper’. It’s designed to 
remind folks about the glory of our ancient wars. That model car was one of the first anti-grav 
vehicles ever made for civilian use. Now more folks know the car than can remember anything 
about that war. Just like it ‘appened with Pontiac, the war chief of the Ottawa Indians. They 
named a car after ‘im, an’ the car became more famous than ‘im. Strange, aint it?” 

“I’d like to see rush hour with a million flying cars. It must be quite a sight.” 

“There ain’t no more rush hours, mate. Most folks works at ‘ome on their computers. An’ 
they works out nearby, too. Every little community ‘as its own center with a supermal an’ a gym. 
Folks walks over to do their aerobics classes an’ the kids do karate an’ all that, an’ then they 
buys supper on the way ‘ome. One stop living. So there’s very few what needs cars any more. 
They all uses public transit.” 

“That must save on gas.” 

“There’s no more fossil fuels, remember?” 

In the distance, they saw the Viet Nam Chopper stop dead still when it came to a hill. The 
ground seemed to open up before it, like an alligator’s mouth. The ‘chopper’ then flew into the 
gaping hole in the earth, and the opening closed, as if the earth had swallowed some prey. 
Everything was green again. 

Christmas said, cheerfully: “They tore down a parking lot and put in a natural park. That 
was the title of one of their hit songs in this age. What ‘appened is that the parking lots are all 
underground. 

You know, mate, we owe all that to you Canadians. It all began back in Toronto in the 
21 st century. Folks started to grow gardens on the roof tops of sky scrapers. Then someone got 
the idea to put the buildings under the ground. They even found liked it better lookin’ out the 
window of their offices when ‘avin’ a coffee. 

All the light was artificial anyways, an’ they could make you an artificial view that you 
can change when you get tired of it. One month you can look over autumn in New England, an’ 
the next month you can ‘ave a view of Hawaii. 

An’ after all, nobody can fly airplanes into an underground building. So, after the next great war 
‘ad cleaned all the old rot out, they rebuilt it better, underground. Too bad it took a war to make 
‘em do it. 

Now things is so efficient that there’s even buildings underneath a modern cemetery. 
When that first came in, it set off a craze for “boneyard bars” built beneath the grave sites. 

That’s one way that, if you die of drink, you know that you are going upstairs.” 

Soon, our tired travelers found themselves stopped at a little hill. The ground now opened 
up for them. 



Chapter Fifteen: “ In the Safe House” 


As the two Time Travelers stood in the foyer of the safe house, they were bathed in a 
ray of purple light. 

“They’re readin’ our Chi.” said Christmas. “It’s lots faster than DNA printing.” 

Suddenly, a life size hologram of a beautiful woman appeared in front of them, wearing a 
turquoise blue dress decorated with a garden of red and green flowers. She looked so real, she 
could have actually been present in the room. She was slim, and her voice seemed ageless. Long 
jet black hair framed her pale full moon face. She wore blue slippers to match her dress. 

A flesh and blood oriental woman now entered the room, moving with a brisk efficiency 
and erect posture that suggested a military background. She wore a royal blue dress that shined 
like stardust. On recognizing Christmas, she stopped and flashed the old nineteen sixties “V: 
sign for peace. 

‘Well,” Paladin thought, “you never can tell what part of a culture will survive - or be 
revived - by later generations.” 

“I am Sister Jian Joan, and you are welcome here.” 

She gestured with her hand towards the hologram. 

“This is Jing High, the Saint foretold by Our Lady of Fatima. Though she has been dead 
three hundred years, she will speak now to welcome you to this, her humble home. She is the 
founder of our Order and our patron saint, so please accept her greeting as coming from us.” 

“Boy,” thought Paladin, “they sure don’t make nuns like they used to.” 

The royal blue woman clicked a wireless remote control held in her right hand. It almost 
looked as if she were just snapping her fingers. The hologram began to move. It’s ghostly voice 
came as clear and cool as a mountain stream in springtime. 

“Welcome, my children, to the humble house of Jing High.” 

She swept her right ann ‘round in a welcoming gesture as she continued: 

“God speaks to humanity with many tongues. I am honored to be one of them. In the 
modem era, many enlightened masters may walk the earth at the same time, in order to reach the 
great diversity of humanity. Travel then, through cyberspace, until you find the one that’s right 
for you. I hope it will be me.” 

The hologram bowed slightly, steepling her fingers as if in prayer. Then she was 

still again. 

Paladin muttered under his breath: “five heard of ‘Plastic Jesus, but this takes the cake. It 
looks as if in this time period, you can pick your favorite saint and have her delivered to your 
home.” 

“Come on mate. “ said Christmas Humphreys the Seventeenth. “That ain’t all that much 
different from the statue of St. Francis of Assisi that you keep on top of your VCR. Only these 
days, modem technology ‘as given the saint a chance to talk back to you. An’ that’s just what’s 
wrong with many prayers. People talks but they do not listen for the answer. This way, your 
Guardian Angel can talk back to you.” 

Their hostess led them into a sitting room dominated by another life size statue This one 
was a dark brown plastic “Laughing Buddha”, sitting on a pedestal in a comer of the room. A 
short shot of canned laughter tinkled like wind chimes as they entered the room. Then there was 
silence. They could smell incense. 

The two guests were seated on dark green cushions that rose like little islands from the 
ocean blue mg on the floor. The woman brought them a snack of fruits and vegetables in a big 
white bowl, and a tray with several small teapots. The salad had a spicy, cinnamon taste to it. 



After sampling several pots, Paladin settled on one that tasted like raspberries. He had known 
that taste before, one time when he was coming down from some unknown drug. Before he quit 
drinking, he used to sample drugs the same way he was now tasting the tea. No wonder he used 
to get spaced out. 

Christmas excused himself to speak with their hostess in another room, so as to minimize 
what he called “Time Pollution”. 

As he sipped some tea, Paladin looked around the room. Its walls were plain, its decor, 
sparse. On one wall, a picture moved like a screen saver. He wondered if it was one. Reddish 
brown Stingrays glided though blue ocean waters, reminding him of kites flying in the darkening 
eastern sky at sunset. Nothing lasts forever but the sea and sky, and the place where the two of 
them meet. Humanity, that is the point where the sea meets the sky. 

“Right, mate, lets see what’s on the telly.” Christmas bounced back into the room and 
pushed a button on the wall. His voice disturbed Paladin’s reverie. He thought to himself: “Even 
in this future world, rude reality does sometimes interfere with one’s daydreams. 

“Let’s get the news channel” said the cheerful cockney monk. “It’s been quite awhile 
since Oi visited these times. Oi sorta miss ‘em. Life was so much simpler back ‘ere.” He pushed 
a panel on the wall and said: “News channel, please.” 

The screen saver, for that is indeed what it was, went silvery white and then a news 
broadcast came on. A familiar red battle flag filled the screen, flying in a stiff wind under a cold 
gray northern sky. A jagged black Swastika jutted defiance at the Heavens. 

The sound was so real it could have been coming from inside the room itself. A booming 
English voice that sounded a lot like Churchill rang out: 

“We now know that the Nazi monster Hitler had PSI abilities. That fact underlay much 
of his apparently mystic hold on people. He even mesmerized other mystics such as Canada’s 
Prime Minister Mackenzie King, the Grand Master of the Ouija Board. Join us now for a 
Moment of History among the ancients.” 

The screen showed a map of the world laid out flat with different colors for The 
Americas, Asia, and Europe, including Russia. The voice over continued: “This is the way the 
world looked before the Global meltdown came upon us, flooding much of the land. This is the 
way the land masses looked in the days of the Third Reich. The colored countries reflect the way 
that Hitler predicted things would turn out.” 

The screen then showed a colorized film of Hitler, the faint colors hinting at the age of the 
film. He was orating wildly, with his long artistic hands, hands almost too dainty for a man, 
dramatically supporting his booming voice as he screamed “Ein Reich, Ein Volk, Ein Fuhrer!” 

The screen then showed a view from a distance as Adolf Hitler and two of his lieutenants, 
all in light brown uniforms, inspected a great crowd that was saluting him in unison. The voice 
over continued: “As we now view his madness from a distance, a strange pattern emerges. 

His visions almost came true, indeed it was as if he were looking through a glass darkly. 

The images of what would eventually happen came through to him as if they had been 
distorted by the faulty lenses of his madness. He was suffering from what the world would now 
call “Qigong Psychosis”, brought on by trying to rise too fast through the mystic arts. Perhaps he 
went mad during his early experiments with the occult, while he was still a homeless artist living 
in the shelters of his day.” 

Christmas quipped: “Be nice to them folks in yer shelters, mate, or you could ‘elp make 
another ‘itler.” 

In the New World that Hitler predicted would emerge from the chaos of war, there would be 
three major continental forces in the world. The United States would rule North and South 
America. Japan would prevail in Asia, and Germany would run Europe. As we now know, what 
did happen is strangely similar. The Americas are in fact now united, but the USA has rejoined 



the British Commonwealth. After the Kennedy and Bush dynasties, they decided that they did 
need a monarch after all, and everyone liked Wilhemina, granddaughter of Lady Dianna. So the 
Americans came home. But just then, Great Britain, while maintaining the monarchy, left the 
Commonwealth to join the European Community which is now bossed by a committee of 
English women and run by Gennany. As far as Asia is concerned, Japan is now the largest state 
in the People’s United States of China. China rules the East, but anyone running for president 
there has to carry the primaries in Japan first. 

So there you have it. Five hundred years ago, an obscure Austrian artist, an uneducated 
denizen of the flophouses of Vienna, as Shelters for the Homeless were then called, rose to rule 
all of Europe. He was able to predict much of what would come to be. Almost. But as it turned 
out, his madness distorted his psychic vision of the future, with tragic results for millions. We 
got the holocaust instead of holistic medicine. Hitler descended into darkness. 

Next week on ‘Seers of History’, we will talk about Edgar Cayce, the founder of modern 
Christianity. That’s all, folks.” 

Another voice, just as clear, came into the room: “And Now for the News of the Day, this 
18 th day of April, 2505...” 

A gigantic gold Swastika filled the pale blue screen, turning slowly around, like the wheel 
of life itself. 

“There is late breaking news today from the Peoples’ United States of China. There has 
been a major development involving the followers of Li Show Mi, the long dead prophet of 
popular Qigong.’ 

The scene on the screen changed now. A man appeared to stand out from a green 
background that looked like a beautiful park. He was oriental, slim, with short dark hair. His 
unblemished face could have reflected any age, from twenty five to fifty five. He wore a golden 
martial arts ghi and a silver belt, tied the traditional way. 

The announcer’s voice indicated that this was the mystic teacher, Lee Show Mi. It 
continued: 

“In life he was exiled from China. Now, centuries after his death in the United States of 
America, his religious exercises are about to become the New Way of China.” 

The figure of Li Show Mi now became three dimensional. It was as if he were stepping 
from the screen right into the room. His long dead voice seemed to come back from the grave, 
filled with passion as if the prosecution of his followers weighed heavily on him. This he told 
them: 

“Our gold swastika is a magic sign, the turning of the wheel of time. It offers hope, for all 
who live will indeed be born again. And again and again, until they reach heaven. 

Even Adolf Hitler, who stole the sacred swastika from its home in Tibet, twisted it, 
reversed it, and turned it towards the sky in a blasphemous gesture of defiance, will get another 
chance. But he still has pay his kannic debt. 

Hitler has been reborn as a worm living in the anus of a gay Jewish whore. After all, he has 
a lot of evolving to do. 

Hitler is happy now, for he thinks that he is safe from the revenge of the Mosad. Little does 
he know! The Jewish Whore is really an agent working for the Mosad, and she is about to take 
de-worming medication. Oh, well, ‘Dolfi’, better luck next lifetime. 

As the 21 st century founder of Nietzean Socialism once said, ‘One must harbor chaos within 
one’s self to give birth to a dancing star.’ 

Hitler had indeed seen visions from the future, but his mad brain scrambled them, distorted 
them, like a bad receiver on a radio. It all began when he started to tinker with old books on 
black magic he found in the second hand book stores. You never kn ow what you’re getting into 
with that sort of thing.” 



Paladin recalled his own RV training, for Remote Viewers have to deal with such 
mental noises all the time. There are dangers in any kind of exploration, especially those 
involving the realms of time and the mind. 

The man in gold went on: 

“There is a creature, a being, dark and malevolent, that lives in a parallel dimension. It is 
he that sends all sickness into the world of man. Beware the Evil Force that comes from another 
dimension. If you have any doubts, look to the story of Adolf Hitler. It is too late for him, but 
others can learn from it.” 

Suddenly, the man in gold vanished from the room, and the gold swastika once 
again filled the screen of the television, turning, ever turning. 

The voice over continued: 

“That was archival footage of the sage known to history as Li Show Mi. His followers 
have been persecuted in Communist China as the Christians were in Rome. In the Rome of Old, 
Constantine the Emperor had a vision of a cross. He then became a Christian. In a development 
that seems just as startling, today the entire Central Committee of the Communist Party of China 
has embraced the faith of Li Show Mi. Beijing television is showing film of newly released 
political prisoners leading their jailers into the many parks of China and teaching them how to do 
Qigong. 

Now the new order of China calls for both “Spiritual Socialism” and a return to the basic 
values of Mao Zedong. India has offered to send them some Holy Men to help with the change. 
China may never be the same again. All this began when China invaded Tibet and let loose the 
spiritual force of the ages. The meal devoured the eater. 

Pakistan has condemned these developments as ‘un-Islamic’ and as being a part of a Jewish 
plot. The rest of the United States of Islam echoed those thoughts. 

The President of Israel was unavailable for comment. She was doing her aerobics class.” 
Paladin laughed. 

“There is still a lot in the news that sounds familiar. However, an aerobics class does 
seem to be an improvement over a golf game. She’ll drink a lot less alcohol doing aerobics.” 

The royal blue woman walked briskly back into the room and turned the television off. 
Once again, the Stingrays from the screen saver took over the wall. 

Paladin could not help but thi nk : “Man, that sure looks like a cheap fish tank. You never 
have to change the water or clean the tank or buy fish food, and the sight of those sting rays is 
just as relaxing as a real fish tank. Neat. What will they thi nk of next?” 

The woman in the blue dress shot Christmas a dirty look. 

He said: “A little telly never ‘urt none.” 

“Time pollution. Remember?” 

“Uh, yeah.” He turned to Paladin. “Look ‘ere, mate, please disregard everything you’ve 
just ‘eard an’ seen. In your days it ‘asn’t appened yet.” 

“Yes, of course. I’ll tell myself it was all just a dream.” 

The woman’s voice was firm: “Christmas, we’re ready for you to send out your call for 
help. The machine is all set up, so come along now like a good boy.” 

“Righto.” He turned to Paladin, who was standing there in control of the Cowboy’s body, 
and said, cheerfully: “Mate, you can see that the bossy Englishwoman of the future is already 
evolving in these days. Just as the Superman is.” 

“You’ve got another time machine?” 

“This one’s sort of like a psychic telephone in which the past can call the future, and vice 
versa. They’ve got a code that reaches across time.” 

Paladin Lamb directed the Cowboy’s body to rise up and follow Christmas. He could not 
help but remember that Russian super sub that had been blown up by the female Islamic PSI 



warrior who had possessed one of the crew while he was in a drunken stupor. The power to 
possess another’s body that he himself used so gently could be lethal in the wrong mind. He 
wondered if he would encounter that mind while he was in this time period. 

Christmas turned to him and said: “Stay ‘ere lad. Oi don’t thi nk they wants you to see me 
use the time telephone.” 

He left Paladin alone in the room. 

He looked at the Stingrays, swimming back and forth, and wondered if the people of the 
future were really moving backwards and forwards in time the same way. Christmas Humphreys 
the Seventeenth seemed so calm about it all, just like he was a Stingray floating through water. 

Then he heard the voice. It was a husky whisper, sounding sort of tough. 

“Oh, to go back to the good old days.” 

He looked around, expecting to see someone. 

The voice continued: “When I was young, even the sun seemed to light the stones a 
brighter white.” 

A picture flashed before Paladin’s mind. It was a great oil painting in which a tired old 
Knight in Silver armor slumped on the back of his drooping horse. The red cross of Richard the 
Lion-hearted stood out from his faded white tunic. Somehow, he knew that the painting was 
called the Old Crusader. 

The voice, again: “That’s what I am. An old Crusader.” 

Paladin, startled once again, looked around the room again. There was no-one there 
except for an old Tiger Stripe House Cat. 

“What do you mean, House Cat?” said the voice inside his head. 

Paladin looked at the cat. The cat looked back at Paladin. 

“You just called me a House Cat, like I was somebody’s pet. I’ll have you know, I’m a 
decorated vet.” 

Paladin realized that the voice was inside his head, talking to him the way that Angels 
sometimes do. Something - or someone - was screwing up his mind. 

“Haha. The joke’s on you Paladin Lamb!” 

“Unreal. This cat is talking to me. Must be some crazy drug flashback. What a heckuva 
time for this to happen!” 

“Hey, what rock have you been living under, man? Us cats have been telepathing you 
people for centuries.” 

“You - Tiger Stripe - you’re a decorated vet?” 

“D.S.S.C.C. Distinguished Service Star, Cat Corps.” 

“How did you get that?” 

“It was in the Middle East, in the battle for New Babylon. I was with the Anglo-American 
Corps. I acted as a spotter for a mortar platoon, perched high on the ruins of an old Temple 
where they used to worship cats in better times. Ah, those were the days. Now, I’m reduced to 
working here as a watch cat.” 

“A Watch Cat?” 

“My whiskers are still trained to detect the approach of PSI warriors, just as divining rods 
find water or land mines.” 

“You look just like a Tiger Stripe Cat that one of my girlfriends once had.” 

“I’ll have you know that I am a Siberian Tiger Stripe, bred and trained by Tibetan mo nk s. 
OM MANI PADNE OM.” 

Paladin began to feel dizzy. The voice inside his heard continued: 

“Us cats have always been psychic. But only a few people could connect with us. Those 
that did were sometimes burned as witches. Now, in the age of the PSI warrior, the watch cat is 
as necessary as the computer. Hey - danger. I sense danger. . .” 



“I’m not here.” Thought Paladin Lamb. “This isn’t happening.” 

“yes, you are here. And it is happening.” Answered the cat. Its eyes shone into 
his, like blue laser beams. 

“They’ll thi nk I’ve gone paranoid. They’ll thi nk I have trod in the forbidden temple of 
psychotic Qigong, where dragons really do exist. The anti-psychotic medication they’ll give me 
will just kill my sex life.” 

“Listen to me before its too late.” 

Paladin tried to regain his composure. Like whistling in a graveyard, he thought to himself: 
“I am meditating on the mystic mandala of madness, where bright lights spin all around me in a 
dizzy cacophony of color.” 

“Paladin Lamb, hold onto this. Head my warning. SHE WHO MUST BE FEARED is 
putting me sleep. I’m feeling drowsy, tired, so tired. Meoowww.” 

“A talking cat? Part of the military cat corps?” 

He looked back. Suddenly the cat was asleep on a cushion. 

The storm of madness had passed by. 



Chapter Sixteen: “High Flight” 


Paladin Lamb began to feel impatient, as he almost always did when he had nothing to do. 
He began pacing about restlessly for a moment or two. Then he thought “Oh, well, what the hell. 
In this big muscular body I am now “possessing”, these people aren’t going to throw me out.” 

He went through the doorway where Christmas Humphreys the Seventeenth had so 
recently disappeared. There, he found a hallway with several closed doors along the sides and a 
bright red EXIT sign over a doorway at the other end. He tried the first door and found a 
cleaning closet. 

He said to himself: 

“I see they still use brooms, even in this advanced age. Cool. There is something nice and 
traditional about a broom. I wonder if I could fly on that one? Maybe I’ll ask that cat. He sounds 
like he could be an evolutionary development of the mediaeval witches’ familiar. We’d better 
not tell the Witch Finder General about him!” 

He moved on to the next door, and opened it carefully. 

“Hmm. They don’t seem to believe in locks in this era. Well, I would have picked any 
locks any way, using my PSI skills. Maybe in an age where PSI practices are widespread, old 
fashioned locks are as obsolete as having secrets will be.” 

The next room was a small bedroom, with a sheet literally floating in mid air. 

Paladin Lamb could not help but thinking. “Bet that weighs less than a waterbed would.” 
He resisted a temptation to go try it out. 

With the next door, he hit the jackpot. 

The small gray room was filled with wiring and screens and other scientific gizmos. At 
one side was a straight white leather chair, with what looked to be a large beehive hair dryer 
protruding from the wall above it. 

Christmas Humphreys sat under it. Paladin couldn’t decide whether he looked more like a 
woman under a hair-dryer or a man in an electric chair. 

“Elio, mate. Get tired of waitin’ fer me back there? C’mon in, then. Our ‘osts won’t be 
back before oi’m done.” 

The lean British monk relaxed, drawing breath deep into his belly like the Shaolin priest 
that he was. His belly expanded as he inhaled until he looked as if he was pregnant. Then he 
exhaled as if he were breathing fire. He did this nine times. Then there was a bright blue flash, as 
if someone had just taken a photograph. 

Paladin’s eyes were dazed, and he saw a kaleidoscope of bright lights for a few seconds. 
When his eyes re-adjusted, he saw that the metal device had been blown right back to the wall. 

“Mate, if you wants to reach out to the future, you gotta dazzle ‘em with light. That’s the 
only way you can stand out from all the little gray men who populate this world. Only in the far 
distant future will everybody evolve ‘til they are bright and colorful. Such is the fate of ordinary 
men in these times. They’re doomed to be as drab and dreary as the extinct breed once known as 
lawyers. 

Lawyers is an extinct species in moi age. Bit it really took a long time fer that breed to die 
out. It only ‘appened when everybody became telepathic so that no one could deceive any one no 
more.” 

Slowly, he got up from the chair. He smiled, and added: “Now that’s a relief. Once Oi 
‘ave called fer ‘elp, Oi can relax.” 

“Was that your ‘Time Telephone?” 

“Indeed it was!” 

“I didn’t hear you talking into it.” 

“To go through the timeless dimensions, my message will have to be translated into 



symbols that are stronger than language. Only then can they make a trip through time without a 
human soul to guide them. Symbols have souls of their own.” 

“Like the Swastika?” 

“Exactly.” He started towards the door to the “time telephone” room. Paladin followed 
him. As the left the room, Christmas was still talking: 

“An’ Oi ‘ears that them Swastikas is pretty mad at ‘itler for abusin’ ‘em. Oi wouldn’t want 
to get a monastery full of Swastikas mad at me.” 

“Eternal symbols moving through time.” 

“ Like the famous mandalla of the 21sth Century called ’The Swastika and the Pyramid’. 
That says a lot, if you understand the symbols.” 

“And so now you have called for help.” 

They began to walk back down the hallway. 

“Our message will go out into the future and the past. It must be that way, to maintain 
eternal balance. You can find traces of that in the old Eldridge experiment back in the 1940s if 
you look for them. There were echoes in the past and in the future. We ‘ave nothin’ to worry 
about from the past, but the future, they will pick up our message and they will understand. 

They’ll send the Green Girlies back to rescue us. Now we just ‘ave to go to the appointed 
place and wait for ‘em.” 

“Appointed place?” 

“If you want to catch a train, you ‘ave to go to the railway station. There is a special place 
where we ‘ave a time port where our Time travellin’ space ship from the future can safely land. 
We’re goin’ there now.” 

Christmas led the way back to the room they had first been in. 

“Come with me, mate, an Oi will show you truly wondrous sights. We’ll take a peaceful 
ride across the Northern pole in a passenger balloon. There, beneath the great gray waves of the 
Arctic Ocean, we will find a secret electronic elevator that will take us to a secret ‘otel 
underneath the polar ice. In it’s great crystal halls, you will mingle with Time Travelers from 
many different eras. It is really one of the most popular vacation resorts in all the universe.” 
“How do you know?” Paladin looked, and saw the watch cat was still asleep 
where he had left him. The cat’s stomach rose and fell like the belly of a monk in meditation. 

“Me missus an’ Oi spent our summer ’olidays there last year.” 

“People from many times mingling, like tourists at a resort?” 

“When you gets advanced enough, as you will someday, you’ll realize that time can fold in 
on itself like a martial arts fan, so that all points become one. That is why we can sometimes ‘ave 
memories of the future.” 

“Like, wow.” 

“Meditate on this the next time you practice Tai Chi fan form, and it will become clearer to 
you, mate. Just like the writing on the fan. But you better practice yer fan forms first.” 

The intercom crackled with static, as only intercoms can crackle. 

“Christmas Humphreys the Seventeenth and party, your taxibus for the balloon port is 

here.” 

The two men walked to the front door where they were met by their hostess in the royal 
blue dress, who showed them out. She whispered to Christmas: “Remember, beware of time 
pollution.” 

They stepped out into the open air and felt themselves covered by a shadow. They looked 
up as a silent bus passed about twenty feet by above them, circled ‘round, and stopped for them. 
The side rose up to greet them and they stepped in. The bus driver was a small black man 
wearing a purple fez, and otherwise attired all in silver like the female driver that had brought 
them here. Their uniforms were silent testimony to the near universality of unisex in this era. 



Then they were off, and the green ground closed behind them. Smoothly, they rode over 
green fields and forests. 

To their side, they saw a group of Knights in Armor riding, the sun glistening from their 
raised lances. They wore white tunics with the red cross of the Crusades. 

Christmas smiled to see the wannabe Crusaders, and said: 

“It is funny how some things do live on, like men’s dreams. Look, there’s the Red Cross 
of Richard the Lion Hearted It has far outlived the great tax strike of his era that led to the 
Magna Carta. All that bit came out of the taxes they raised to pay fer Richard’s foreign wars. 
Sound like America in the twenty first century. They ‘ad tax troubles back then, too. Folks never 
do want to pay taxes, no matter ‘ow rich they may be. “ 

Paladin smiled and shrugged. He had never thought of it, but the Magna Carta was the 
result of a tax strike. Good thing the modem business community didn’t study history. 

Christmas continued rambling: 

“The Wild Visions of the Man from La Mancha are worth more than any Spanish Gold 
Doubloon. It is Dreams and Visions that are the currency of eternity.” 

Above the Knights in Armor, several hot air balloons fired their gas ta nk s and rose 
majestically. Somehow, this anachronistic scene was also a very peaceful one. Pastoral, in a way. 

Ahead, they saw the great balloon port fill the sky. Five great structures rose, towers that 
looked like France’s classic Eiffel Tower. 

Christmas noted as much, and added: “You know mate, that Eiffel Tower is still 
standing, even in my days. The French just keep doin’ whatever they ‘ave to do the renovate it. 

It, too, ‘as become an eternal symbol. An’ they copied it for use in balloon ports all over the 
world, startin’ back in these years.” 

Three gigantic balloons were already tethered to the top of three of the towers. A Fourth 
balloon was approaching a vacant tower. 

“Y’know, mate, each one of them balloons is bigger than the famous Ocean Liner the SS 
Titanic. Soon, we’ll see some smaller balloons a bit further on. Their towers don’t ‘ave to be as 
big...” 

As they drove nearer, Paladin watched in awe as the gigantic air ship approached the 
tower, powered by great ramjet engines aft. The sun glinted gold from the solar collectors on the 
back of the dirigible. 

The gigantic balloon cast great black lines out from the front of its fuselage. Slowly, 
mechanical jaws rose from the top of the tower and caught those lines. Engines inside the tower 
pulled the balloon into its “roost” on top of the tower. Slowly, it settled in to dock. 

Now further towers came into sight, with smaller dirigibles at dock. 

They eventually came to stop at the base of one of the smaller towers. 

They got out of their “taxi” and stepped towards the “derrigible sky dock”. They looked 
up and saw their balloon waiting for them. 

The fuselage was cigar shaped, a rusty reddish brown in color. Below its body was a 
sleek square gondola, white in color. It looked a bit like an ancient railway train car. 

Paladin Lamb followed Christmas Humphreys into the tower. They stepped into a glass 
encased elevator that gave them a great view of the entire balloon port as they rose. They got out 
onto a platform at the top of the tower. They looked up at the gondola, still 100 feet above them. 
From this distance, the body of the balloon seemed to fill the sky. 

A black rectangular doorway slid open in the side of the gondola, and a staircase of light 
descended to them. 

As the two men started to walk up the stairs, Christmas quipped: “ Bet you never thought 
you’d be climbin’ this sort of stairway to ‘eaven.” 

“Not in my wildest dreams.” 



Above at the doorway, a lone Flight Attendant stood to greet them. She was short, Arab- 
dark, and slim. She wore a slick black mini-dress, black pantyhose, and white GoGo boots. 

Christmas turned back to his companion and said: “Like ‘er uniform? It’s standard garb 
now fer all Flight Attendants, even the men. After all, a lot of the ladies like to see a well turned 
ankle, too. Sometimes they even ‘ave male stripper on these flights.” 

As the woman greeted them, her black eyes flashed, witchy wicked. Paladin felt a 
warning chill go up his spine. 

A strange vision filled his mind like a cloud of smoke. Suddenly, he was seated on a dark 
green flying carpet, moving majestically over desert sands painted red by the rising sun. Below 
him, he saw a host of Arab Camelry, hooded soldiers riding camels and waving swords in the air 
above them. Like a single giant creature came their breath as one: “Allah. Allah.” 

Then he was back, boarding the gondolla. The Flight Attendant smiled at him, sweetly. 
She lowered her eyes, modestly. She bowed, slightly. As he passed her, he felt an aura of danger. 

The two men sat down together in the empty car. Standing at the front, the Flight 
Attendant did a strange, stiff dance of sorts, looking like a figure from the wall of one of the 
pyramids. She moved in consort with a taped message, pointing out the various exits. 

He thought of the mandalla of the swastika and the pyramid. Would he ever understand 
its ancient mystery? 

Slowly, majestically, the derrigible rose up above the clouds. Looking at the pearly 
clouds below them, they were like unto the angels in some Renaissance painting. 

The Stewardess brought small cups of Arabic coffee, and then left he men alone. 

Christmas smiled as he sipped his drink: “Ahh. . .as sweet as sin and as black as hell.” 

The coffee tasted funny, and then everything went black. 

“So you thought you could escape from us?” 

Ahmed Ali’s booming angry voice penetrated the darkness. As he slowly stirred, 
Paladin Lamb could taste the sulpherous bile of hell in his mouth. 

“ Christmas Humphreys, did you really think you had nothing to fear from the past when 
you sent that message? How presumptuous you are my friend.” There was mockery in Angel’s 
nasal twang. 

Ahmed Ali added: “ We got the message you were so kind as to send back to us. It seems 
your “special” friend Tanya Von Rasputin is a whiz with the Ouija board. She used it to 
unscramble your message with the help of some angry nuns on the other side. Those nuns don’t 
like priests of any kind, and to them a Shaolin Priest is no different from any other kind of priest. 
To them, a man’s a man fer all that. So they helped us out. 

It just so happens that we had a back-up machine available. The Japanese technicians 
staying with us just couldn’t resist the temptation to take the German machine apart and copy it. 
So here we are. And there you are, haha. . .” 

Angel smiled and said in his best Peter Lorre nasal tone: “As you can see, once again, 
you are our prisoners, gentlemen.” 

Paladin Lamb blinked. He saw strange figures floating through the sunrise red clouds of 
his mind, like witches flying to a sabbat.. His thoughts raced. 

They had been so concerned about reaching Time Travelers from the Future that they 
forgot that Time Travelers could also come from the past. What if someone actually sent a 
regiment of crack Waffen SS stormtroopers into a pacifistic and unsuspecting future? Maybe the 
second world war isn’t over even yet. Maybe the final battle is about to be fought and we don’t 
even know it. According to legend, the Third Reich could call upon some mighty magicians, 
indeed, their whole Nazi movement had been called magical Socialism. 

As his thoughts began to slow down, he felt that he was lying on a floor, his hands cuffed 
behind him. His eyes came into focus. 



He looked and saw a white GoGo boot in front of his face. His eyes went up a pretty leg 
wrapped pantyhose the color of black sand, until they reached a green silk oasis of undies. 

“Man, what a view.” 

“Cheap thrills, Cowboy. I ought to tell Leapin’ Lynda Liberty about your dirty thoughts.” 
Mockery filled the voice of the Flight Attendant. 

Paladin looked over his shoulder to see the towering figure of Ahmed Ali clad in a World 
War II vintage Japanese naval pilot’s uniform complete with a pilot’s hat and a rising sun 
insignia. It was comforting to know that even with their new PSI warrior, they had not 
discovered his presence on the body of the Cowboy. It is a good thing that he had earlier 
programmed his mind to project the Cowboy’s thoughts if he were ever knocked out. Like 
the Boy Scout motto says, you should always be prepared. 

“Not saying much there, Cowboy Bob? I am now the first black officer in the Imperial 
Japanese navy. Mr. Mitsubishi gave me my commission before we left, Aren’t you impressed? 

Now, if I only had a ceremonial sword I could behead you like they did Amelia Earhardt. 
I can see the blood gushing out of her head like a burst fire hydrant. So much for my sister 
explorer. Well, it is better than putting her head in a toilet, like I did with my own sister. Hahaha. 

Now meet the latest addition to my harem. My lovely Lady Fatima. She will go well with 
Leapin’ Lynda Liberty, don’t you thi nk ? The Slave Girl and the barefoot contessa, like Eve and 
Lilith, the eternal companions of man. 

Fatima walked over to him and hugged his massive arm. 

Ahmed Ali beamed: “This little one is quite an addition to Ali’s Army. She is indeed a 
PSI warrior, lately of Atta International. She’s got quite a story behind her. She was born in 
Egypt. Then she was sent to a Tory finishing school in England. When her traditionalist Arab 
family saw that she was getting uppity ideas when they asked her to wash her brother’s feet, they 
sent her to Afghanistan to learn some manners. It was there that the authorities learned about her 
special abilities. The men they sent to beat her all had sudden heart attacks. Then they began to 
put her special abilities to use. 

They married her to a man who used to be a whoremaster in Saudi Arabia. He knew all 
about controlling women. He became her PSI controller. Since he was now her husband, the 
Koran forbade her to harm him. But it didn’t stop me from doing so once I saw that she needed 
help. 

When we found out where you’d gone to in the future, we came forward to a time a few 
months earlier so that we could become acclimatized. That gave us time to look around. A gypsy 
woman told me all about Fatima’s problem. So I rescued her, and, in the process, I got a new 
recruit to help me. 

Now my lady Fatima is coming back with us. We will all ride this big balloon back 
through time, back to our little old Bavarian castle in Old Mexico, just one big happy family. 
Hahaha!” 



Chapter Seventeen: “Dressing Rooms” 


Leapin’ Lynda gave a little tug at the shoulder strap on her sunlight yellow bathing suit. 
Her pad felt nice and secure in her crotch. She didn’t need it today, but he didn’t know that. He 
had just copped a feel, and now sat back, satisfied that it was “no go” today. The same trick that 
worked on the football team back in high school just worked on Angel DeValera. Men are pretty 
much the same everywhere. 

She smiled down to her body. She felt it glow ever so slightly. She was barefoot, naked 
except for her bathing suit. He was fully clothed in his El Matador suit of many colors. And that 
suited her just fine. He would want her but he couldn’t have her. That gave her power over him. 
She liked that. 

He drained his ever present glass of wine, and poured another, ft seemed as if he could 
drink all day, and never show it. 

The tall, gaunt man leaned forward in his chair. 

and said: “Ah, Love, your life seems to be such a sad story. Now let me tell you a sword 
story.” 

She listened, somehow spellbound, as he went on: 

“ft was back in Spain during our civil war. 1 was dug in with my troop of the Black Fascist 
Falange. Red Army Royalist soldiers were nearby. Among them was El Mano, the famous 
swordsman. He challenged me. 

We met in a duel as the two camps watched us fight, ft was dawn, and our silver sabers 
shone gold in the light of the rising sun. 

We felt electricity in the atmosphere, like the calm before a Midsummer storm. Soon, our 
energy would flow through our swords. We both knew that one of us must die that day. 

“ En garde.” Said the umpire. 

We crossed our swords. 

“Engagez.” 

1 started with the sword in my right hand, so also did my opponent. Our blades touched. The 
duel to the death began. 

Our swords flashed back and forth like lightning bolts, ft was lunge and parry, lunge and 
parry, back and forth, like two masters playing a moving game of chess. Then, for a second, we 
became separated. 1 switched my blade to my left hand, and struck home. 

‘First Blood!’ 

1 had caught him in the right arm. He was startled. Then he changed to fight left-handed, 
perhaps he had no choice. He came at me with all the fury of a wounded bull. He forced me to 
retreat. 

1 cheered him on: “ Holay, El Toro. You do well this day.” 

Just then a falcon flew by, released on cue by one of my men. My foe was distracted by the 
bird. 1 struck home with a mortal blow. His eyes went wide in disbelief. 1 ran him through. 1 saw 
the life drain from his eyes.” 

Angel sat back, proudly, and said: “After looking deep into the face of death, the wine of 
life is so much sweeter.” He took a sip from his glass, and added: “The ultimate thrill is to have 
killed a man in a duel and lived to brag about it. ft’s sort of like laughing as you walk through a 
cemetery and taunt the dead about the pleasures they can no longer enjoy.” 

Silence answered him. Leapin’ Lynda’s eyes had a far away glaze on them. She was lost in 
prayer. 

“Oh, my head”, said Paladin Lamb. “And 1 wasn’t even drunk. 1 feel cheated. Iff get a 
headache like this one, at least 1 should have a good drunk first. Man, what a strange dream, all 



about going back in time and getting captured by Nazis in Mexico.” 

He blinked as his eyes became accustomed to a bright light that shone from the plain 
white walls of a padded cell. 

“That wasn’t no dream, mate.” 

He saw the gaunt figure lying on the floor beside him, wearing a blue denim straight 
jacket. Then he realized that he was wearing one as well. Slowly, it all came back to him. . .his 
trip back in time, his mission: to stop the Black Samurai from the future. 

And then he had met this odd fellow named Christmas. The man turned out to be his one 
sure ally, this strange Shaolin monk with a sense of humor. The Nazis had brought back from the 
future because they figured he was the Nietzean Superman. Neat. A Superman with a sense of 
humor. What will they think of next? 

Christmas Humphreys smiled weakly and said: “ So which one are you now, Big Fellah? 
Paladin Lamb or the Cowboy? It is ‘ard to tell without a scorecard.” 

“Ugh. . .1 guess I had better make up a scorecard, then. This is Commander Paladin Lamb 
and I have commandeered this body for the time being. Or am I in command of a giant dirigible? 

Maybe all our bodies are but big balloons, with an entire crew in the command gondola 
taking turns manning the controls. Each of us is really many people, all at once. Boy, I am still 
seeing galaxies speeding by. . .OK. . .there, that’s better. I thi nk I’m back in one piece. But where 
are we?” 

“Simple, mate. We’re in a padded cell in a Bavarian castle in Mexico that is haunted by 
dead nuns and occupied by Nazis. We just escaped to the future in a Time Machine, but the 
Nazis followed us into the future and recaptured us.” 

“Sounds like a typical ‘morning-after’ back in the days when I was riding with the biker 
gangs.” 

Christmas continued: “What a wild flight we ‘ad. I can still ‘ear the bombs explodin’, an’ 
see the lights a flashin’, an’ feel the ‘ole world tremblin’. You took quite a jolt on the ‘ead. Let 
me fill you in on what ‘appened. 

Back in the future, they captured us in the gondola of a great big balloon. They zonked us 
real good. Then this PSI warrior woman they ‘ad wi’ ‘em brought us all back in time. She 
shoulda been a science fiction writer, not a PSI warrior. The trip woulda been safer fer ‘er 
captives. 

As it was, we got mixed up an’ wound up over California. The Yanks started shootin’ at us 
wi’ their anti-aircraft weapons. We picked up their radio massages. They thought we was a 
Japanese bomber, Imagine that. Don’t they even know the difference between a Jap bomber an’ 
a Jap blimp from the future? 

Well, jus’ to smarten ‘em up a bit, our Black Samurai leader dropped some sort of chemical 
on ‘em. But an anti-aircraft shell shook us up an’ you ‘it yer ‘ead real ‘ard. Then they brought us 
back ‘ere.” 

A door opened. They saw a pair of black shiny riding boots, a black uniform, blonde hair, a 
peaked cap. . .an SS guard stepped into the room. He was covered by another guard who was 
holding a machine gun. 

The first guard looked at the prisoners, nodded curtly, and then said to his friend: “They are 
awake now.” Then he left abruptly, followed by his armed shadow. The door closed behind them 
with a sharp metallic “clang”. 

Silence. 

The two prisoners looked at each other. 

Then Christmas rolled over onto his back and took a long slow breath to relax. 

Paladin Lamb followed suit. 



The two men looked up at the bare white ceiling. They could see a fly crawling across it, 
towards a spider’s web in the comer. 

Christmas’ voice was calming: “Paladin Lamb. That’s an odd soundin’ name. So, mate, tell 
me. ‘Ow did you come by yer name?” 

“My mother liked this classic TV series about a hired gun who roamed the old west. I think 
she had a crush on the star, a man named Richard Boone. His character was named Paladin. The 
program was called “Have Gun, Will Travel.” I guess I’ve been traveling ever since. 

When I first started in Criminal Investigations, I had a business card made up as a joke: 
“Have brief case, will travel.” Then I went undercover with the biker gangs. That was when I 
really went on a trip. 

After that, it was PSI warfare, and from there to here. It seems that I have always been 
traveling, further and further afield. 

Was I searching for something? Was I rootless? But the same God who made the carrot with 
its deep and fertile roots, also made the tumbleweed, whose life depends on blowing in the wind. 

Guess I’m sort of like my ancestor, Tom Lamb, the legendary Manitoba bush pilot.” 

“Never ‘eard of ‘im.” 

“Figures.” Paladin said. “Canada is the land of unknown folk heroes, and forgotten 
pioneers. Some time. I’ll have to tell you the legend of Tom Lamb.” 

“Yew should come back to me England wi’ me.” Said Christmas. “In the year of our Lord 
three thousand thirty three, we Englishmen are literate, an’ we just loves stories about the 
colonies. 

If we ever get ‘ome. . .” 

“If?” 

“Sometimes we do buy the farm wi’ time travel, just as yer bush pilots do. Like, one of 
our ‘istorians went back to Whitechappel to look fer Jack the Ripper an’ wound up as one of ‘is 
victims. But that’s another story. 

There’s no guarantees wi’ this Time Travel bit.” 

“Whatever happens, I’ve had a taste of Time Travel. I’ve been there, where no man has 
gone before, And nothing can take that away from me.” 

A loud metallic sound came from the door. 

“Looks like we got company agin.” 

The door sprang open. The two SS men returned. This time,. Both of them pointed sub- 
machine guns at the prisoners. Behind them, Herr Doktor Von Sievers entered the room, wearing 
the crisp white coat of the laboratory scientist. His voice was harsh and formal. 

“Get up, gentlemen.” 

They stood, awkwardly. 

“Uncuff them.” 

One of the guard did so, being very careful in the process. 

Von Sievers looked the Cowboy’s body over, like a butcher inspecting meat. Inside of 
that great hunky form, Paladin Lamb felt like he was squirming. 

“So. . .Cowboy Bob Holiday, the famous professional wrestler? You really are quite a 
specimen. Ve vill soon see how much of a specimen! You will be part of a little experiment in 
racial science. 

The last little test was the boxing match between Max Shcmelling and Joe Louis. Herr 
Schmeling had beaten the black wonder of America before. When Louis looked to be 
unbeatable, alone among the boxers of the world, Max Schmeling, our good German “saw 
something.” He beat the unbeatable man. e beat the unbeatable manHH 

Then Joe Louis won the heavyweight championship of the world. 

Then came vat vas to be der fight of der century. With the Fuhrer and all of Germany 



listening on the radio, Joe Louis knocked our German champion out in the first round, pounding 
his kidneys into jelly. 

That fight proved nothing about the relative strengths of der races. As an experiment in 
racial science, it vas a failure because the German vas too nervous. It seems the Gestapo had 
picked up his family as security so he would not defect to the US. Imagine! He let a little thing 
like that get to him! I trust that you will do better in your fight. After all, ve haff your girlfriend, 
Leapin’ Lynda. 

You vill be fighting the man ve now bill as Der Black Mussolini. 

The Fuhrer himself vas fascinated vith der idea off a ‘Black Mussolini’. He vants to show 
film of the Black Mussolini off to II Duce on the next state visit! He loves to tease his ally about 
the dark skin of the Italian race. 

This iss quite a wrestler you vill be fighting. You used to call him ‘L’Esprit Negre.’ He 
vants to haff, vat you say, Street Fighting rules. Ve are happy to make him happy. You vill beat 
him, und prove that White men are superior. If the black man beats you, ve vill kill your Lady 
Lynda. Understood? Good.” 

He turned to Christmas, and smiled: “You have a little sword fight coming up. You are a 
great bull shitter, Well, we will see how much of a member of the master race you are when you 
come up against a bullfighter. He is also a Spanish fencing master. “Holay! Hahaha.” 

But first, the ladies vill wrestle. Tanya Von Rasputin wants a go at Leapin’ Lynda 
Liberty in a Japanese screaming match. This will be a most exotic treat, for the real connoisseur 
of woman’s wrestling.” He smiled and winked at them. “And Tanya promises that she will get a 
lot of good close contact in before she finishes her opponent off. . . 

It will be a truly great card off scientific wrestling. Und everything will be filmed for the 
Fuhrer’s private viewing.” 

Across the vast darkness of the unfathomed time to come, another scene was unfolding. 
A thousand years and more into the future, a woman sat alone. 

Megan David was tired. Her booted feet felt like buckets of coals. She collapsed into an 
easy chair in her apartment, and put one foot up on a footstool. Slowly, she rocked it back and 
forth, putting pressure on the heel. 

“Yes. Yes.” She thought. “This definitely feels better.” 

It had been a tiring night speaking at yet another croning ceremony. She sometimes 
wondered if such venerable rights of passage were degenerating into roustabout roasts. These 
days, some groups were even allowing men to become crones. What would the ancient feminist 
matrons have thought of that? 

Still, back then, in those pioneering days of the 21 st century, life had been very primitive. 
It isn’t fair to judge those people by the standards of modem egalitarian civilization. The more 
one studied the history of that era, the more it seemed as if the people back then were living in 
another dimension. Now modern science says that they were living in another dimension, 
another dimension of Time. 

Meg watched as the green and blue lava lamp in the corner swirled about like the ghost of 
the Holy Grail. She thought about it as being her pet worm. It seemed to be wiggling like a girl 
being initiated at her lodge. 

“Lamping” was a good way to develop spiritual sensitivity. Meg smiled to herself. It’s all so 
simple. You just stare into the lava lamp until you meld into its warm energy: “It is a Light, 
Neither of the East nor of the West. . .Become One with the Light. . .Dance, as the Light Herself 
dances. . .Yes, the dance of life is in the Light. Like candles lit in an ancient Church.” 

Unconsciously, she rested her right arm on the small coffee table beside her. She picked up 
a pencil and began to doodle freely on a pad. She had a feeling come over her, and she knew. It 
was coming to her, like the ghosts of 4 am. 



She was about to practice one of the lost arts of ancient China. She was trained in Fou Jou, 
the Art of psychic sketching. Five thousand years before the 21 st century Military Science of 
Remote Viewing made use of freehand sketching, the Taoist wizards did the same. 

Meg glanced down at the dark leafy green print of her blouse, her purple skirt with crescent 
moons on it, her shiny black boots with pointed toes. Even if she was a little on the plump side, 
she could still look nice and witchy. She glanced at one of her own oil paintings on the wall. A 
group of mediaeval peasant women, clad in drab the dresses those long gone days, sat ‘round a 
campfire like campers at a late night wiener roast. From the flames, the shiny red body of the 
Devil rose. She smiled. This was a sexy Devil, with nice buns. He looked just like a guy she 
knew at her gym. She got the idea for the painting while watching him pump iron. She had titled 
the work: “Now wasn’t that a party!” 

Her sketch hand, relaxed, moved with a life of its own. She felt a strange unworldly energy 
flowing into her fingertips. It was like an electric current. She looked to see what she had drawn, 
guided by the hands of her unseen helpers. 

It was a wild scene, even for a Megan David painting. It looked like an ancient altar, a 
clothes dryer in one of the ancient Cleansing Churches that the people of the past called 
Laundromats. 

Items of clothing spun ‘round in mid air. They were all things that did not seem to belong 
there. There was a white cowboy hat and a Nazi helmet and a sombero. And the numbers 1-9-4- 
2, and many other things. 

Things that appeared to be out of place, anachronistic, were often a sign of Time Travel. 
Maybe this was the break they had been looking for. 

For days now, the Green Girlies had been standing by waiting for a signal from another 
dimension of space or time. Their leader’s house husband had disappeared. Such a sweet little 
monk he was, with an impish sense of humour that matched his appearance. Everyone liked him. 

It was feared that Time Terrorists had taken him. But he knew how to call for help, for he 
was trained in “The Thousand Eyes” way of psychic calling. 

“Psychic calling.” Yes. Once lost to humanity, those Tactics were used by cavemen hunting 
prey. They had been refined somewhat over the millennia. But they were still a survival 
mechanism. 

Slowly, Megan David got up and walked over the scanner of her computer. She would E- 
mail her drawing into headquarters. There, the mega computers would unravel it. 

Then, at last, Meg could go to bed. 



Chapter 18: “Silent Fight” 


“She really does wrestle like that?” There was a glint in the eye of Herr Doktor Von 
Sievens, as he stood in the middle of a wrestling ring. Bright ring lights shone down on them, 
everything else was dark. 

Leapin’ Lynda stood defiantly before him, her blonde hair held high like a Queen’s 
crown. She wore only her bright yellow bathing suit. The barefoot contessa was, indeed, 
barefoot. 

“Tha’s why they calls me the barefoot contessa” she said, as she stood, hands on her 
hips, and glared at him defiantly. 

Von Sievers’ lips curled with a patronizing smile as he said, all too sweetly: “ Why do you 
go barefoot, when you could wear heavy boots to stomp on your foes’ toes?” 

“Ah reckon if we was born without shoes, it’s because the Good Lord wants us to fight 
without them. When Ah stands bare foot before a ‘rasslin’ match an’ wiggles mah toes just so, 
Ah kin feel this Power just a coursin’ up through the middle of mah feet. It’s lak a stream of 
strength cornin’ up from OT Mam Earth Herself!” 

Paladin Lamb was watching all this from the darkness. Strange thoughts now went racing 
through his mind. He heard the voice of his first sensei say to him: “Grasshopper, They still have 
‘Qigong Healiing and ‘Chi’ and Kundalini energy in the Southern backwoods, they just call it 
something else.” 

Paladin thought up an answer to the voice of his memory. ”1 suppose in the hills they see 
the Holy Grail in a jug of Moonshine. . .But I wouldn’t mind a shot of that right now.” 

Back in reality, Leapin’ Lynda Liberty went on: “ Ah gets this here silver white jet 
go in’ up mah spine, ‘til Ah glows all over. Ah am startin’ to feel it now! Don’t Ah just look farm 
girl clean! “ She curtsied, and added: “After all, Ah am the good gal!” 

Von Sievers laughed at her: “Haha, fraulien barefoot. We will see what Tanya the 
Terrible has to say about that!” 

He clapped his hands and Tanya, wrapped in a black robe and wearing her high red boots 
strode into the ring, goose-stepped over to Leapin’ Lynda, and stood there glaring at her. 

Now Von Sievers reached into the darkness and a microphone descended for him from 
above. He acted as a ring announcer, while unseen cameras rolled. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to the Aztec Plaza Wrestling Room. Our card begins 
with a “special event”. We have the ladies with us. . .” 

Canned applause came from out of the darkness. 

“First, in the blue corner, from Alligator Fanns, Florida, the Barefoot Contessa, Leapin’ 
Lynda Liberty!” 

Leapin’ Lynda raised her anns in greeting as she had so many times. A chorus of “BOOS” 
greeted her. She looked puzzled. 

On Sievers laughed and said with a flourish: “Down here, we don’t like good girls.” Then 
he went on: “And introducing, in the pink comer, from the fires of darkness, Tanya Von 
Rasputin!” 

Tanya opened her black robes to reveal shocking pink wrestling tights that enveloped her 
body like flames. Lights shone on her as she breathed from her abdomen like a martial artist 
wanning up. 

There was a chorus of cheers from the darkness. 

Von Sievers went on: “ This match will be fought under special rules to Honour the 
traditions of Japan. Such wrestling matches were used in the middle ages to encourage women to 
suffer in silence, and it seems that they served their purpose well. The two women can do 
anything they like to each other. There are no fouls. The match continues until one of the women 



screams out in pain. The first one to scream will lose. If one of them blacks out with pain, or for 
any other reason, we will wake her up and the match will continue. Enjoy yourselves, ladies!” 

He stepped out into the darkness, and the match began. 

The two women circled each other, like prying mantis sparring. 

Tanya began to try to stomp on Leapin’ Lynda’s feet with her boots, but Lynda just 
danced away, laughing at the other’s clumsy efforts. Finally, Tanya rushed at her to tackle her. 
Lynda dodged, and Tanya fell face first on the floor. 

A voice from the darkness shouted: “Holay!” 

This sequence was repeated, only the second time, Lynda moved in and used her foot to 
slap Tanya’s face. 

Tanya charged again, and this time she caught her prey. Soon the tow girls lay on the 
ground, groping and grabbing each other in ways meant to hurt. Soon their breathing came 
heavy, and they were pinching each other like two lobsters being boiled alive. Then, also like 
Lobsters cooking, they hissed. But neither screamed. 

Eventually, Tanya wound up straddling her opponent who lay flat on her belly, 
squirming. The red head quickly crossed the blonde girl’s legs, bending one over the other. A 
wicked smile spread across Von Rasputin’s face. She leaned forward and bit Lynda’s toes. The 
blonde beauty writhed in pan, but still no scream came from her. 

Tanya put more pressure on the hold, then began to bounce up and down like a 
little girl on a ride at a county fair. Carelessly, she loosed a hand to wave it in the air in victory. 
Leapin’ Lynda twisted ‘round and caught her opponent’s hand, grabbing the little finger. She 
twisted that “pinky” with such force that Tnaaya leapt away to free her hand. 

The redhead gasped for air and held her hand in pain, but still she did not scream. 

Lynda got to her feet, a bit unsteady. Then she leapt into the air and hit Tanya with a 
flying drop kick to the chest. Both fell to the mat and got up again. Now both tried flying drop 
kicks and collided in mid air. 

Tanya got up first and quickly covered Lynda straddling her, with her bum above 
her face, and both hands above her groin. She dug in deep with a form of the stomach claw. To 
the blonde’s bleary eyes, the pink bottom looked like a Valentine Heart. Pinching hard, Tanya 
seemed to be attempting a form of female circumcision. Still, there was no scream. 

Desperately, Lynda did a sit up and then bit that big pink bottom. 

Tanya was startled, and loosed her grip, and Leapin’ Lynda wiggled free. 

Again, the warry girl grapplers circled each other. Each feinted a couple of 
moves. Then Lynda started to box, and Tanya followed suit. Lynda lashed out with a side kick to 
the woman’s shin, and Tanya doubled over in pain. Then Leapin’ Lynda leapt into the air again, 
in a graceful cartwheel of sorts, only this one was different. She struck down on Tanya’s head 
using her heal like an axe. The redhead fell forward and lay on her belly on the ground, stunned. 

Leapin’ Lynda leapt on her fallen foe. Grabbing the woman’s ankle she yanked 
the boot off, and threw it across the ring. A small sock followed it. Soon the other boot and 
landed with a thud, and the under sock followed it. Tanya the Terrible was now barefoot. Now 
Leapin’ Lynda let Tanya have a taste of the same leg lock that she had been held in. She bent 
one leg over the other and pushed it down until it almost reached the breaking point. The 
woman’s breath was coming heavy, but still she did not scream. 

Now Lynda bit the red head’s toe, and spat out in disgust. 

Suddenly, her face lit up like a light bulb. She held her fore finger up as if to say 

“That’s it!” 

With a smile like a little girl getting a jelly bean, she gleefully began to play with 
Tanya’s toes, wrenching them wildly about. Finally, she snapped Tanya’s big toe. Still, there 
was no scream of pain. She grabbed the next toe and the next, snapping the toe bones as she 



went. Tanya was really gasping for air now. 

Lynda switched Tanya’s legs about and began to work on the second foot. At last, 
she reached the baby toe. . .’’Ten little piggies. . .’’She paused and smiled, ever so sweetly. The 
sweat on her forehead glistened like a halo. Then she grabbed that last toe and yanked it away 
form the rest of the foot like a wishbone at Thanksgiving. This time, the snap was loud and 
clear. So was the woman’s scream. It was a long low wail of a scream - a scream from hell itself. 


now. 


Leapin’ Lynda loosened the hold. She stood back, breathing heavily. 

Tanya just lay there, sobbing. 

Leapin’ Lynda raised both hands in victory. She had won. That is all that mattered 

Dawn Duel 


The tall, gaunt man leaned forward in his chair. 

and leaned forward: “Now let me tell you a sword story.” 

The others listened, somehow spellbound, as he went on: 

“ It was back in Spain during our civil war. I was dug in with my troop of the Black 
Fascist Falange. Red Army Royalist soldiers were nearby. Among them was El Mano, the 
famous swordsman. He challenged me and we met in a duel as the two camps watched us 
fight. It was dawn, and our sabers shone gold in the light of the rising sun. 

I started with the sword in my right hand, so also did my opponent. Our blades 
touched, “En garde!” We felt electricity flow through our swords. We both knew that one of 
us must die that day. 

Soon our blades flashed back and forth like lightning bolts. It was lunge and parry, 
and back and forth, like two masters playing a moving game of chess. Then, for a second, 
we became separated. I switched my blade to my left hand, and struck home. 

‘First Blood!’ 

I had caught him in the right arm. He was startled. Then he changed to fight left - 
handed, perhaps he had no choice. He came at me with all the fury of a wounded bull. He 
forced me to retreat. 

Just then a raven flew by. My foe was distracted by the bird. I struck home with a 
mortal blow. His eyes went wide in disbelief. I ran him through. I saw the life drain from his 
eyes.” 

Angel stood back, proudly. He added: “Have any of you ever killed a man in a 

duel?” 


Silence answered him. 



CHAPTER NINETEEN: “Texas Death Match” 


Von Sievers smiled and bowed and kissed her right hand and said: "Leapin’ Lynda, you'll 
enjoy the next match. You will be living the dreams of many modem women. You will know 
what a real mediaeval princess felt when two Knights in armor fought for her fair hand! " 

Leapin' Lynda stood there, sort of stunned, for a moment. She said: "SHEE - ZEE-AM! 
Ah reckon thet means Ah am somethin’ special, right? Oh, well, Ah always did enjoy a good 
fight.” Then she smiled, and took a ringside seat. 

Von Sievers returned to the ring as the cameras kept on rolling. He snapped his 
fingers and a microphone was again lowered from the darkness. He took it in his hand, and, with 
a flourish, he resumed his role as ring announcer. 

1'And now for our next event! In this fight, anything goes. The fight will continue for any 
number of falls until one man cannot go on. It’s called a Texas Death Match. You will soon see 
that it was well named." 

Now entering the ring, in the white comer, weighing’ in at two hundred and forty pounds, 
the very Spirit of the Wild Wild West, Cowboy Bob Holiday!" 

As the Cowboy's body walked slowly towards the ring, inside his head, Paladin Lamb 
was still in control. And Paladin felt uneasy, queasy, sort of dizzy, as he entered the ring. He 
waived his right hand above his head, as if waiving to his fans. 

Soon Paladin would be fighting for the fair hand of Leapin’ Lynda Liberty! How often 
had he dreamed of this when he was just a kid? He felt unreal, as if he could hear the astral 
videotapes of his life unwinding. 

Canned cheers went up, to make things even more surrealistic. 

Von Sievers smiled and bowed and kissed the right hand of Leapin’ Lynda Liberty, and 
said: "Leapin’ Lynda, you’ll enjoy the next match. You will be living the dreams of many modern 
women. You will know what a real mediaeval princess felt when two Knights in armor fought 
for her fair hand! " 

Leapin' Lynda stood there, sort of stunned, for a moment. She said: "SHEE - ZEE-AM! 
Ah reckon thet means Ah am somethin’ special, right? Oh, well, Ah always did enjoy a good 
fight." 

Then she smiled, and took a ringside seat. 

Von Sievers returned to the ring as the cameras kept on rolling. He snapped his fingers 
and a microphone was lowered from the ceiling. He took it in his hand, and, with a flourish, he 
resumed his role as ring announcer. 

"And now for our next event! In this fight, anything goes. The fight will continue for any 
number of falls until one man cannot go on, It’s called a Texas Death Match. You will soon see 
that it was well named." 

Now entering the ring, in the white comer, weighing’ in at two hundred and forty pounds, 
the very Spirit of the Wild Wild West, Cowboy Bob Holiday!" 

Canned cheers went up, to make things even more surrealistic. 

Von Sievers spoke into the microphone: "Mein Fuhrer, I do believe that he is one of the 
good guys, why, he is even wearing a white hat!" 

Paladin took the hat off and waved it. He had forgotten he was wearing a hat. Now, he 
checked by glancing down and he was relieved to find that he had the rest of his ring attire on: 
white cowboy boots, blue shorts, everything for the well-dressed "baby face" good guy. 

The canned cheering faded. 



Von Sievers pointed to the empty comer across the ring from Paladin the Cowboy. 

"And in the black comer, looking like a negative photograph of the Spirit of Negativity, 
The Black Mussolini!" 

Ahmed Ali strode in, his black muscles glistening under the ring lights. He wore white trunks, 
white boots, and a white pillbox hat, so that he did indeed look like a photography negative of 
Mussolini. He entered the ring, stood at attention, and raised his right hand with the first 
clenched in a black power salute. 

Von Sievers laughed: "Very good! He even knows the black shirt salute!" 

Canned boos filled the room. 

Von Sievers quipped: "He must be the bad guy! Television would not lie about such 
things." 

Suddenly, silence filled the room. 

Von Sievers raised his hands and the microphone disappeared above him as he shouted: 
"Let the festivities begin!" 

He danced gingerly out of the ring, and the match got under way. 

The two gigantic musclemen began to circle each other, warily. As they danced around 
the ring, Paladin was careful to avoid the big black man's menacing hypnotic stare. Early in his 
own martial arts career he had been taught not to get sucked in by his opponent's eyes. Some 
heavy dudes spent hours staring into mirrors, developing a menacing glare that could itself 
become a weapon. He did notice that Ahmed's eyes were glaring at him, like two black holes, 
trying to suck him in. So he just winked at the big black menace, and let his blue eyes dance 
away like butterflies on a hot summer day. 

"Easy." Paladin said to himself. "Got to stay in the now!" 

His mind went over the strategy he had worked out. Ahmed Ali's greatest strength was 
his knowledge of karate, a striking art. Paladin knew from watching Ultimate Fighting Contests 
that grapplers could do well against strikers. Now he would put that to the test. 

Ahmed feinted, and then moved in fast. Suddenly, the Cowboy's body lurched right into him, 
clutching and tripping at the same time. The two men fell in a mass of straining muscle, with the 
black man on the bottom. Flesh burned on flesh, breath came heavy like bellows blowing for 
some unholy fire... 

Out in the audience, Leapin' Lynda whistled and stomped and said: "WHOO DOGGIEE! 
Them thar guys looks jus’ lak two pigs a - makin' bacon on mah Pappy's Pig Farm!" 

As the two men caught their wind, Ahmed Ali lay on his back. The cowboy was on top of 
him, his feet locked around the black man’s ankles. His left hand gripped at Ahmed's throat, and 
he raised his right had set to punch. According to the martial arts magazines, it was a classic 
position, with no known escape. Paladin smiled sweetly at his fallen foe. The Black Mussolini 
twisted and squirmed - and then suddenly it happened 

A black forearm came from nowhere and broke the strangle hold. Ahmed rolled up with 
the force of a mountain rising above a bursting volcano, and he had broken free. 

Paladin the Cowboy backed away and whistled. This was going to be a tough fight. 

Again, the two men circled 'round each other. 

Ahmed Ali's teeth flashed in a wide white grin. 

The black man faked a tackle but the Cowboy was not fooled. 

Ahmed moved in again, but this time, the Cowboy's mighty biceps wrapped around that 
bald black head like a fullback grabbing onto a football before hitting the line. The two massive 
bodies moved slowly across the ring as the Cowboy got ready to bulldog his victim's face into 



the mat. For a moment, those two struggling forms seemed to become a single beast, like the 
mythic centaur. For just a second, time seemed to freeze them, as if they were locked in a 
photograph that would last forever. Then that big black arm moved up, and a bolt of black 
energy shot into the Cowboy's neck. The hold was broken. 

Before Paladin the Cowboy knew what had happened, he found himself swung down 
onto the ground, caught in a full nelson. Quickly, massive black legs encircled the Cowboy's 
body, like a pair of pythons. 

Now Paladin Lamb saw his borrowed body caught in what could become an unbreakable 
death grip. Slowly, inexorably, Ahmed Ah applied the pressure with his anns and his legs. Both 
men breathed heavy now ...The heat of muscular tension was intense. 

Through the blur of the heat, Paladin realized that unless he thought of something new, 
this could be a very slow death grip. 

Darkness. Everything was darkness. 

Locked inside the prison of the Cowboy's brain, Paladin Lamb saw a kaleidoscope of 
bright colors swirling 'round him. He remembered the Gita's counsel on death and dying. It 
seemed as if the Lord Krishna were talking to him: 

'At the hour of death. Focus on the vital breath. Fix your gaze between the brows, 
between the brows. OM MANE PADNE OM ... Whatever being we remember at the hour of 
death, we will become that being after death. Fix your gaze between the brows..." 

Then all became a pale blue light and he heard a voice saying "Hail Mary, Mother of 
God, Pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death...” A crazy thought came to him ... If 
he died thinking of Mary, would he become one with her? Imagine being the Mother of God..." 

Again he was in darkness and he saw a fight at the end of a tunnel. He felt that he was 
walking towards that Light. There was something ahead of him, surrounded by that Light. His 
eyes strained trying to make it out. It looked like a gigantic alann clock.... like the big blue wind 
up clock he kept on his dresser. He loved that clock for the face was transparent and he could see 
the wheels of time turning in their daily dance. A silver alann bell rose from the top of that clock 
like a silver head above a chubby metal body. 

"Paladin Lamb!" 

A voice came from the silver bell. 

"Who are you?" 

"I am the moon among the stars, the dice game of the gamblers, the bottle of the boozer, 
the shelter of the homeless. I am with you always, like your shadow. I am the Divine Breath that 
whispers in the poet's ear, the lead singer of all bands, the sculptor's magic hands, And many 
other things as well. I am the King of Heaven and the Prince of Hell. I am the Eternal Clock of 
Time. You must go back now, for your time has not yet come. " 

Suddenly he seemed to hover above the fight scene, as if he were out of the Cowboy's 
body once again. Still, he could hear the voice of that crazy clock. 

"Go into the mind of she with whom you have become identified through Love. There 
you will find help. When you get there you will know what to do." 

Everything went black again, and, with the blinking of an eye, he was watching the fight 
as L"Esprit Negre slowly squeezed the life from Cowboy Bob. He felt burning pain in his feet 
and looked down and saw that he was now inside a woman's body ... He was inside Tanya Von 
Rasputin's pain wracked brain. He could now move her body. He remembered the PSI 
experiments they had done that aimed at using PSI powers to control other people, an earlier 
version of what he had done in traveling back in time. Yes, back here he could control other 



people’s bodies as well as the cowboy’s. He knew that he must act fast. 

Suddenly, Von Sievers pranced into the ring and motioned for the microphone. He turned 
to look down at the two grapplers. 

"Take your time, my mighty Mussolini, nice and slow. To liven things up a bit, we’ll start 
the next event now. Listen, Mussolini, do not snap his neck until the next fight ends, so the two 
fights can climax at the same time, just like two lovers ... Oh, boy! What a wrestling card!" 

He looked to a door at one end of the room. 

"Come. Mr. Mitsubishi, Honored Guest..." 

The Japanese appeared in the door, wearing a crimson robe. He walked towards the ring; 
He was carrying a green pillow on which lay two silver swords. A slim black figure followed 
nine paces behind him, like a shadow. 

"Who is that? Von Sievers said.” and then he added, "Never mind. She is nothing." 

Flamenco guitar music filled the room. A song celebrated El Matador, El Toro, and the 
Dance of Death... "Closer, closer, closer..." 

Von Sievers shouted in to the microphone: "And Now the Main Event! A duel to the 
death! Only this will be much better than any bull fight. Here, either side can lose. Now that is 
sporting. It should make this little game a bit more interesting for the viewers of our tapes." 

Two slender black clad men now entered the ring gracefully, as if in a ballet. Each strode 
slowly with the studied dignity of an executioner. At the same time, each took the sword nearest 
to him from the pillow. 

At last, Christmas Humphreys the Seventeenth faced the immortal swordsman known as 
Angel DeValera. 

"En Garde." 

Von Sievers stood between the men, like an umpire in a fencing match. The men crossed 
swords in classic fencing form. 

"Engagez." 

Von Sievers left the ring, and the duel got under way. The two fencers gracefully danced 
around the two muscular giants who lay on the mat, still tense and struggling like two snakes 
coiled ’round each other in some strange embrace of death... 

The two fencers danced about like crayfish fighting, or was it crayfish mating? Combat 
and love, so different and yet so similar ... Lunge and parry, in and out, back and forth they went 
for seconds that seemed like hours. 

You could hear their swords clash in mid air, with a clang like some monastic call to 

prayer. 

Von Sievers left the ring, and the duel got under way. The two fencers gracefully danced 
around the two muscular giants who lay on the mat, still tense and struggling like two snakes 
coiled ’round each other in some strange embrace of death... 

The two fencers danced about like crayfish fighting, or was it crayfish mating? Combat 
and love, so different and yet so similar ... Lunge and parry, in and out, back and forth they went 
for seconds that seemed like hours. 

You could hear their swords clash in mid air, with a clang like some monastic call to 
prayer. Christmas Humphrey's silver sword glowed with a pale green color as his right arm 
charged the sword with the Force of his Spirit. The monk's bell rang again as sword met sword in 
mid air. The black hole of Angel's energy seemed to suck the green fire in without apparent ill 
effect. The fight between two master swordsmen had become a clash of sorcerers. 

The air was charged with a strange electricity, the way it is before a midsummer 



thunders torai. 

Then there was a blur as Tanya, hobbling in pain, entered the ring and crawled across it 
quickly like a snake. Her outstretched fingers fonned an arrowhead. She struck, jabbing the vital 
spot just behind the bulge in Ahmed Ali's crotch. He screamed, and loosed his grip. He stood, 
stunned, and backed away. His prostate gland was exploding inside him. 

In the other fight, Christmas Humphreys moved like lighting, grabbing Angel's throat 
with his free hand. In his other hand his sword swirled 'round and he struck the Spanish Nazi in 
the temple with the but of the sword’s grip. Angel fell like a garbage bag thrown into a dumpster. 

Paladin got slowly to his feet. Ahmed moved in, as if swimming through a sea of pain. 
He was still confident. Then the Cowboy's arm moved fast, like a cat grasping a sparrow in mid 
air, and catching the back of Ahmed’s neck. A heel palm struck at the point of the jaw, and the 
Black Samurai fell ...The Cowboy grabbed him from behind and finished him with a knee to the 
base of the skull. 

"Better safe than sorry." said the Cowboy's breathless voice. 

Both fights were over now. The tide of battle had turned with a woman's fingers. 
In a corner of the ring, Tanya Von Rasputin sat, cross-legged like a Buddha, laughing tearfully at 
what had happened. She giggled as she shouted out: "Never underestimate the power of a 
woman’s finger." 



CHAPTER TWENTY: "The Battle of the Brain 1 


For a few seconds, Christmas Humphreys stood silently over the fallen form of Angel De 
Valera. Catching his breath, he looked across the ring. The cowboy just stood there, looking 
down at the prostrate body of the big black man. 

Ahmed Ali lay on his back, unconscious. His dark skin was still shining, reflecting his 
virile energies. His stomach rose and fell like the bellows of one of hell's furnaces in a painting 
by the realistic mediaeval artist Hieronimus Bosch. 

As if appearing from thin air, Leapin’ Lynda rushed to his side, the ring lights turning her 
yellow bathing suit into golden sunlight. She knelt by Ahmed's head. Gently, she began to stroke 
his fevered brow. 

The woman in black came down slowly from the darkness and also knelt beside him. He 
loose cloak was like the veil of night. She placed her hand on his heart, then bent over and kissed 
his lips as Leapin' Lynda looked on in stunned silence. 

Christmas bent down and picked up Angel's sword. Carrying both weapons, he walked 
over to where Ali lay. He tossed the swords aside. 

Paladin the Cowboy joined him, and said softly:" Christmas, I hit him pretty hard. I was 
desperate. Moments before, I could feel my own life ebbing away from me. Now it looks like he 
is fading fast.” 

"He is not beyond my help. Though his beat up brain is like a smoldering battlefield, I 
can restore the landscape of his mind. Come, see how the killing energies of Chi can also heal." 

Christmas held his hands in front of his solar plexus, the palms turned inward. The area 
between them began to glow with that same unearthly green electricity that he had sent into his 
sword. 

Paladin coughed nervously and said: "He would have killed me." 

"And you, him." said Christmas, sadly. "You almost did kill him. Now let's se if we can 
save him." 

The martial monk went over to the fallen warrior and stood directly above his head, then bent 
down, reaching his hands out until his fingers were beside Ahmed's temples. The black head was 
bathed in green light. 

Christmas' voice was soft, now: "Yes, yes, I can sense it now. There are blockages and blood 
clots in his brain, like rubble after a fire. But the shovels of my healing Chi can clean them 
out.. .There's a lot that we can salvage here." 

"Please help him, Mr. Christmas." Lynda sobbed. "Ah am prayin' all Ah can. Ah loves this man 
just lak Ah loves mah Cowboy." 

Fatima whispered: I love him, too. He set me free." 

They all felt a blast of cold as Von Sievers came and stood beside them. He seemed to 
tower over them, like Death's dark Angel come to spread its wings. 

He said one word: "Mephistopheles." 

A stream of red light shot from his hands into the green glow that now surrounded the 
fallen figure. There was the sound of thunder and a blinding flash... 

The wrestling ring now disappeared. 

Instantly, they found themselves in another universe of sorts. The three white men and 
two women were standing in a strange room that looked like part of a burned out house in 
winter. Sparkling icicles hung from the ceiling like diamond studded stalactites in some 
pre-historic cave. Small white sparks seemed to float by like random snowflakes. 



"What is this strange world?" said Paladin the Cowboy. 

"Don’t you know' Von Sievers said. "It should feel just like home." 

Christmas placed his arm around the Cowboy's shoulder: "Your home was never quite 
like this... but unless I am mistaken, I do believe that we are now in the burned out brain of the 
Black Samurai. Except for the damage, your brain is somewhat similar. Your brain is your real 
home. So it should feel just like home, only you don’t know what your real home looks like." 

Leapin' Lynda's voice was very shaky: "Hey... Cowboy, Ah guess this is lak you used to say, 
we're down the pit. We're in the coal mines of the mind." Her eyes grew wide, glazed like those 
of a little girl's doll: "Why are we here? What are we doin’ down here?" 

Von Sievers laughed and said: "My energy is dark, as cold as ice, Can't you feel it 
drawing you? If I enter someone's brain, there has to be another force as well, to balance me. 

That is what you are doing here. Together, your Light forces equal my dark force, to keep the 
balance of things intact. You had to come here so that I could come here." 

Christmas spoke with a calm and measured voice: "Then why did you need to come here, 
Herr Doktor Von Sievers?” 

"Exploration! MY aim is to further the development of Aryan psychology by using Tibetan 
alchemy to explore the brains of lesser beings. You might call it psychic vivisection." 

Latima blurted out: "But he is still alive." 

"So are most laboratory animals." 

Christmas asked" "How did you become strong enough to travel through dimensions like 

this.' 

"I have captured the energy of the SS Ceremony of the Stifling Air, just as you, in your occult 
practices can capture energy." 

"You must feel very powerful. But you are not invincible.” 

" I have also stored the energy of the crowds cheering the Luhrer in the Nuremberg 
rallies. And I have stored all that on a machine in another dimension, so I can draw on it 
whenever I want to.” 

Christmas turned to the others. "If our Lorce is equal to his, we must have some powers we 
don't know about.” 

Leapin' Lynda blurted out: "There's plenty o' Power in a Prayer meetin’. Why, Ah seen Sister 
Aimee do the most Amazin’ things..." 

Christmas said: "That's it. That is our missing energy, unharnessed by people who cannot under 
stand the forces they are using. Take my hand ... Now all hold hands. ..Stand in a circle..." 

They formed a circle and held hands as Christmas said: "Now think your powers into me. ..Pill 
my hands with energy..." 

He broke away and turned to face Von Sievers: "I can block you now." 

Now two unlikely wizards came to clash: the Nazi daemon scientist and the as yet unborn 
Supennan he’d brought back from the future. The two moved slowly, like figures from some 
dark and ghostly pantomime... In the dim light, their shadows looked like stickmen painted by 
Bosch, the Realist artist of the Middle Ages. They fired beams of energy at one another, and 
fenced with beams of light ...Heartbeats beat like Voodoo drums. 

Then they heard a roar like God waking up after a millennium of sleep, and everyone 
stood still. 

A futuristic TV screen lit up all around them. The screen encircled them. 

Christmas shouted: " This is interesting. It looks like Ahmed's decided to take us all for a 



joy ride through the streets of 'is memory. It’s one of the 'azards of travelin’ through other 
people's brains." 

They were now in a strange city, standing on a street surrounded by burning buildings, in a race 
riot in the America of the sixties. Someone is yelling: “Burn, baby, burn!" 

Von Sievers giggled as he said: "He does not know that it is his own house that is 
burning." 

A voice yelled out from the darkness: "Yippee! It’s Devil’s Night in DEE-TROIT 

Christmas said, "We are seeing part of Ahmed’s youth, a youth that has not happened yet 
in this time period." 

The screen all ’round them switches to another scene. 

A slim black youth, shirtless, stands in front of a mirror. His white girlfriend, dressed like 
a prostitute, is sitting on a bed nearby. She is crying. She looks up. Flames of fear flicker in her 
eyes. Somewhere nearby, orange neon lights are flashing. 

The young man speaks. His voice is wormwood bitter. 

"I’m still black. Every day I pray to wake up as a white man. But when I get up I look in 
the shaving mirror and still see this coal black face." He clenched his fist. His eyes rolled up 
towards the sky. "Why me? Lord? Why have you painted my face with tar?" 

Now there came a noise. He looked around. His voice was startled’ "Hey, who are you? 
You don’t belong in this dream? Do you? You weren't here the last time I had this dream..." 

A woman’s voice soft yet strong, said: "We have come to intervene." 

Two figures appeared in the doorway of the room that the two youths were in. One was a 
veiled woman dressed all in black. The other figure was a man, tall, but hidden in shadow. The 
woman’s voice was as soft and soothing as a running brook: "It is only me. Do not be afraid. I 
have brought a friend who you always wanted to meet. Now you can meet him. In your dreams." 

"Hey there, brother Ahmed, listen up." The tan man came forward. 

Von Sievers hissed like a snake: "What is this?' 

The tall man answered him: "This DEE-TROIT Red, come from your home town. 
You know, when ah was just a little boy, mah momma used to put me out in the sun so as to put 
some more black on me because mah skin was too pale. An’ you think you got problems with 
your nice black face? You know when I walked on the planet earth, I was the very voice of 
black. Why, it was me that converted the Black Superman to Islam. Reckon all that sunshine 
must have put some black on me after all. 

Today you gonna leam somethin’ 'bout evil. Real Evil. It's like all these forces here have 
put you into another universe, the world of troubled Spirits. Some say this is one of the lower 
dimensions in the after life. Some call it purgatory. Some call it hell." 

All went dark, and then they saw a large crowd all around them, and the martial strains of 
the Horst Wessel Song filled the world. The eyes of the crowd were all beaming, as if it was the 
second coming. 

The young Ahmed screamed out: "Hey, I’m seeing through someone else's eyes. I 
made it. I'm a white man! And everybody loves me! Yippee. I’m born again as a white man! 
Praise God!" 

The world was going wild all around him. The crowd was cheering him- And red battle 
flags were everywhere, red flags with black swastikas. He looked up, and saw that a ring of 
searchlights fired up into the dark and cloudy sky above surrounded them. It was as if they were 
in a Cathedral of ice. 

A voice called out: "It’s him. It's the Aryan Messiah!" Voices hailed him: "Seig Heil! 



Seig Heil!" 

Then it was dark again. Voices came like thunder, a man and woman fighting, He heard 
himself scream: "No, Father Thunder. No." And then he cried out" "Momma. Momma." 

He saw a big fat man with a white mustache and a uniform and cavalry boots and a small 
woman who stood before him. He saw the woman’s eyes, violet blue eyes, haunting eyes. The 
man slapped the woman’s face again and again. As the boy cried out: "No, Father Thunder, No!" 
Then the man threw the woman over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes and strode brutally from 
the room, through a door into darkness. 

Then he was looking into a mirror and he saw those same violet eyes. They were his 
eyes. He became his mother in his dream world. He looked down and smiled when he saw that 
he had her body, too. Then the vision faded. Instead, he saw his father's uniform, his cavalry 
boots. He screamed: "No. I do not want to be him! I do not want to be him!" There was a long 
silence, and then he spoke again. "But I have become him, haven’t I? And I am him, Forever." 

And he cried. 

And Detroit Red spoke from the darkness. "There are other hells beside the one that you 
have known. By living, you can escape from your hell by helping others, as you helped Fatima 
here.” 

He saw the tall man fade away and the woman stayed there with him. She spoke: " Ah med 
Ali! Come back with me and we can travel on together. Don’t leave me alone." 

Now Ahmed's voice cried out: "Allah! I want to live this life you've given me. Allah! Please 
let me live." 

There was a sound like a reel of film winding down. 

The little group was in the castle once again, looking down at Ahmed’s body. His big 
black chest rose and fell like a bellows. 

Von Sievers bowed and backed away a bit. 

"You have won for now. I had not counted on the Spirit of that dark haired woman." 

Christmas crowed at him: “’Ey, mate, the ‘idden ‘and of fate of often that of a woman in 
the shadows. Didn’t yer Mom teach you that?” 

The big black man began to stir. He slowly raised his head and bli nk ed his eyes and said: 
"Man, wasn't that a party." 



CHAPTER Twenty-One: "Girlies from Heaven" 


Von Sievers hissed: "You have won. For now. But there are other battlefields." 

Angel De Valera rose from his slumber on the floor and then stood beside Von Sievers, 
like a shadow. He scowled at Christmas: "You did not beat me fairly. The red headed woman 
distracted me. But mark my words. Some day, some way, I will have a rematch. No man defeats 
me with the sword! And as for you, my barefoot Contessa, come with me now. I will make you 
the Queen of the Western World." 

Lynda now went and stood beside the Cowboy. She spoke out strongly: "No. Mister 
Angel. Ah cain't go with you now, for Ah have to look after mah Cowboy. He needs me more 
than you do. When all of this is over with, the Cowboy an’ me got some business to look after." 
She smiled and looked up into the Cowboy's blue eyes. Then she added: "We's gonna be makin’ 
bacon, baby." 

Angel scowled at her: "You will see. Someday I will create my blonde Superwoman. You 
will see her in the pages of the history books. Remember, always, that you could have worn her 
crown." 

A great Church bell began to 

chime and alarm bells went off everywhere. 

A panic stricken SS officer poked his head in through the door and said: "It’s an army of 
Angels. An army of Angels is invading us." 

Another soldier joined him, shouting: "It's the end of the world. An army of angels is 
descending from a bright green cloud. They spread a strange green mist. Our guards are falling 
before them, like flies sprayed with insecticide." 

Christmas Humphreys chuckled: "They must be using Germanicide!" 

A green clad soldier now appeared. She was tall and lean and bald and beautiful. She 
carried what looked like some sort of spray gun. One of the soldiers prostrated himself and 
kissed her smooth green boot. 

She looked down at the soldier who was sloppily kissing her boot. The woman's voice 
rang out with laughter that tinkled like a little brook in springtime. Her high voice was shrill but 
gentle: "Just what I like. An old fashioned man." 

The other soldier kissed the other boot. 

A whole gaggle of green girlies joined her as a back up force. 

Christmas walked towards her, saying: "Hi, honey." He turned to the others in his group: 
"Folks, meet Emma. She's me better 'alf. She's come lookin' fer us. Now we’re safe." 

Leap in’ Lynda walked towards the gaggle of green girlies, and said: "Wow! You’re all 
gals. An’ you're soldiers. An’ you're bald." 

The gaggle of Green Girlies giggled. A tall girl from the ranks spoke out: "Haven’t you 
ever seen bald soldiers before? Even in your primitive century you had bald soldiers." 

Another Green Girlie gushed out: "Ah read about it in them thar history books. As early as 
1990, they had bald soldiers up in Canada. They called them 'skin heads’. ” 

Ahmed Ali, rising slowly to his feet, now said: "Hey, where did Spanish Nazi bullfighter 
get to? And that German doctor?" 

Emma held up her hand in a sign of peace: "They are running away in the Castle's balloon. 
It should be blowing in the wind right now. They are heading to the South East. They are going 
so fast they think that they are riding on a hurricane headwind. We've had to let them go. But we 
can still give them a little green girlie special joyride. Thanks to our localized weather control. 



Our history records show that they have work to do in Argentina. It is up to them to 
create the legend of Saint Evita. When the writers put her legend together with that of Saint Che, 
they will score a big hit. But it is up to those two to plant the seed in these years. The Spaniard 
and the German have some interesting adventures ahead of them. Right now, they are flying 
south in a balloon. So they are heading in the right direction. 

In the castle and the concentration camp, we have freed all the prisoners and imprisoned 
all the guards. After that, things should take care of themselves very nicely. 

Now for the rest of you. What do we do with the rest of you?" 

Leap in' Lynda said: "Ah wanna go home to America. Take us all back where we come 

from." 

"I can't go back,” said Latima. 

"Neither can I" said Ahmed Ali, who stood beside her. 

Commander Emma said: "Then where do you want to go? We can't just drop you off at 
Roswell New Mexico or something..." 

Latima spoke: "I can see beyond the mountains I know what is to be and what is not to 
be, for I can read the Akashic records even from your times in the future. Even today, there are 
others like me, living in the Mountains of Tibet. The Hidden Masters still reside there. Take us 
to Shamballah." 

Ahmed Ali added: "Don't the Nazi's have expeditions there? They are seeking the help of 
the Hidden Masters. If they do get that help, that could change history." 

Latima said: "Are you sure we were not meant to meet that expedition? To stop them 
somehow?" 

"Can you be certain you will not do any damage?" asked Emma "It seems dangerous 
letting people from the future roam around in the past.” 

Latima answered her. "I have learned much in my own wanderings on the other side of the 
veil. Everything was written in the Book of Eternity before the beginning of time, even Time 
travel. It is all there. Even this conversation we are having right now. We do have free will, but 
we have already made all of our decisions back before all time began. In what we see as the 
present, we are just acting out the script we have already written. So you see, we cannot really 
alter Heaven's plan. Even what we do as Time Travelers was already written before Time itself 
began. . .Call it Kismet." 

"All right." said Emma. "I'm convinced. I will take the chance. But our Time Traveling 
historians will be watching just in case." 

'What about me?" Said Tanya, tearfully. "You can't leave me here! Think what those girls 
down in the camp would do to me." 

"Let me take her with Me." said Leapin’ Lynda Liberty. "Ah will look after her fo' yo'! 

Christmas cautioned: "She has great evil in her." 

Lynda said: "Ah’ll whup the Devil out o' her. Ah will be her trainer and Ah will whup the 
Devil out of her an’ turn her into a good oT Bible Thumper. An’ Ah’ll make her a top gal 
'rassler to boot!" 

Tanya pleaded on her knees" "Please. Oh, please. Don’t leave me here." 

Lynda said proudly: "Ah always wanted to whup the Devil out of a bad sinner. She's 
perfect for Devil whuppin'" 

With that, Lynda went over and placed her hand on Tanya head and said: "Rise and be 
healed in the name of Jesus!" 

An electric shock seemed to fill the room. Tanya stood. She sobbed: "My broken toes. They're straight. 



They're good as new! You have healed my toes! 

ida held both of Tanya's hands and said: "Now don’t forget, gal. Ah kin always play this Little Piggy with 
your toes agin!" 

Emma the Commander of the Green Girlies said: "Alright then, Leapin’ Lynda. This girl is 
in your custody now. Take good care of her." 

"Ah will. Ah will for sure." Lynda patted Tanya’s, behind in a friendly Football player 
gesture and said: "We can be a tag team. Jus' wait 'til we git a hold of Lilly Limone!" 

Paladin the Cowboy turned to Christmas Humphreys and said: "Maybe Ahmed Ali and his 
lady will be safe in the Mountains, but what abut the rest of us? How do we get home?" He 
added, pointedly: "Every one of us." 

Christmas said: "That's easy, mate. You notice Oi didn’t bother to 'ide stuff from you, 
mate. That's because we've already got that sort of thing covered." 

A Green Girlie with a red cross on her arm came in carrying a tray of meds. 

Christmas continued: "We’ll just give you all some of this 'ere Angelic dust of ours. You 
goes to sleep an' when you wakes up, you'll forget all about us. If any snatches of memory do 
come back, you’ll thi nk it was all a bad dream." 

Commander Emma said: "Nurse, distribute the medication, please." 

Christmas said: "Once we got you all a pill poppin', we’ll just take you on our silver space 
ship on a trip through time, droppin’ you off at 'ome like you was on the busses." 

The nurse began to hand out medication in the timeless ritual of nursing. When the nurse 
handed Paladin Lamb the Cowboy his pill, he followed a timeless ritual of psychiatric patients. 
He cheeked his pill. 



CHAPTER Twenty-Two: "A Day at the Office" 

The candle was burning low in the office of Dr. Wilhelm Reich. Paladin Lamb woke up. 
He felt as if he had only been having a little nap. 

"Hi Doc." He said, as he looked up at the white robed doctor who was standing beside him 
taking his pulse. "When are you going to put me under?" 

"You've just come out of it." 

"Uh - Yeah. You told me I wouldn't remember at first." 

"And you didn't." Dr. Reich chuckled. "It reminds me of many years ago when I was just 
a student working at a psychiatric hospital. One of my duties involved being on the ECT team. 
Back then, we didn’t have all those modem muscle relaxants. So we had to hold the patient down 
so he would not break his anns and his legs while thrashing about. Well, there was one patient a 
big sucker he was, too, that would wake up after the treatment and ask when we were going to 
give him the E.C.T. He did it every time. You remind me a bit of him." 

"Did the treatments help him any?” 

"Not really. He became violent and had to be transferred to the State maximum-security 
hospital. Pity. He was such an interesting patient. Nice delusions, if you know what I mean. He 
kept talking about bald women coming back from the future. Warrior Nuns, he called them." 

"Man, I'm seeing all sorts of colors spinning 'round in my mind." 

"You may find that Time travel can be quite a shock, too. But your mind is much stronger 
than those of our previous subjects." 

"Have I been gone long?” 

"In this time frame, an hour has passed. Elsewhere, it varies." 

"I think the spinning of the colors of my mind is slowing down a bit." 

"In the many universes that run parallel to ours, the rate of passage of time fluctuates. 
Time runs faster in some dimensions than it does in others, and it may be than in some it even 
runs the other way. If that is so, the 'little green men’ in Flying Saucers may be from our future." 

"Uh ... I got news for you. I thi nk that they are little green girls. And some of them are 
kind of cute. And they are watching us from a distance." 

"You also ran into 'Little Green Girls'? Hmmm. Interesting. I've been looking for those 
Little Green Girls since I saw them myself when I was just a kid. That's why I went into this kind 
of research. For Scientists like me, Little Green Girls are the modem version of the Holy Grail." 

'Wow! It’s coming back to me now. There are tapes now running into my head at the 
speed of light. I can see wild visions, haunted by familiar forms that have been distorted. My 
mind is all blurry with strange after images. Such bright lights are filling my brain now. Wow! 
What a trip!" 

"Just lie back now and talk into the tape recorder." 

"In the beginning, there was 'Leapin' Lynda Liberty. Her blonde hair, her yellow bathing 
suit were bright as sunshine. They lit my way though the tunnels of time, until the dreams of my 
childhood came to life for me..." 

And Paladin Lamb spoke on and told the tales that you've just read. The machine kept on 
recording all through the rest of the afternoon. 


END 



